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THE BRIDE OF LAMMERMOOR. 



CHAPTER I. 



BY cauk and keel to win your bread, 
: Wi' whigmaleeries for them wha need, 
Wbilk is a gentle trade indeed 

To carry the gaberlunzie on. 

Old Sung. 

Few have been in my secret while I was com- 
piling these narratives, nor is it probable that they 
will ever become public during the life of their au- 
thor. Even were that event to happen, I am not 
ambitious of the honoured distinction, monstrari 
digito* I confess, that, were it safe to cherish such 
dreams at all, I should more enjoy the thought of 
remaining behind the curtain unseen, like the in- 
genious manager of Punch and his wife Joan, and 
enjoying the astonishment and conjectures of my 
audience. Then might I, perchance, hear the pro- 
ductions of the obscure Peter Pattieson praised by 
the judicious, and admired by the feeling, engross- 
ing the young, and attracting even the old; while 
the critic traced their name up to some name of 
literary celebrity, and the question when, and by 
whom, these tales were written, filled up the pause 
of conversation in a hundred circles and coteries. 
This I may never enjoy during my lifetime; but 
farther than this, I am certain, my vanity should 
never induce me to aspire. 

I am too stubborn in habits, and too little polish- 
ed in manners, to envy or aspire to the honours 
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4 Tales of My Landlord. 

assigned to my literary contemporaries. I could 
not think a whit more highly of myself, were I even 
found worthy to « come in place as a lion,' for a 
winter in the great metropolis. I toold not rise,, 
turn round, and show all my honours, from the 
shaggy mane to the tufted tail, roar ye as it were 
any' nightingale, and so lie down again like a well- 
behaved beast of show, and all at the cheap and easy 
rate of a cup of coffee, and a slice of bread and but- 
ter as thin as a wafer* And I could ill (stomach the 
fulsome flattery with which tbe lady of the evening 
indulges her show-monsters on such occasions, as 
she crams her parrots with sugar-plums, in order 
to make them talk before company. 1 cannot be 
tempted to «come aloft/ for these marks of distinc- 
tion, and, like imprisoned Sampson* I would rather 
remain— if such must be the alternative— all my life 
in the mill-house, grinding for my very bread, than 
be brought forth to make sport for the Philistine 
lords and ladies. This proceeds from no dislike, 
real or affected,. to the aristocracy of these realms. 
But they have their place, and I have mine; and* 
like the iron and earthen vessels in the old fable, 
we can scarce come into collision without my being 
the sufferer in every sense. It may be otherwise 
with the sheets which I am now writing. These 
may be opened and laid aside at pleasure; by amus- 
ing themselves with the perusal, the great will ex- 
cite no false hopes; by neglecting or condemning 
them, they will inflict no pain; and how seldom can 
they converse with those whose minds have toiled 
for their delight, without doing either the one or 
the other* 

In the better and wiser tone of feeling, which 
Ovid only expresses in one line to,, retract in tjbat 
which follows, I can address thpse quires— 

jpqroe, net invideo, sine me, fiber, ibii in urbe. 
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Nor do I join the regret of the illustrious exile, that 
he himself could not in person accompany the vol- 
ume, which he sent forth to the mart of literature, 
pleasure, and luxury. Were there not a hundred 
similar instances on' record, the fate of my poor 
friend and school-fellow, Dick Tinto, would be suf- 
ficient to warn me against seeking happiness, in 
the celebrity which "attaches itself toil successful 
cultivator of the fine arts. 

Dick Tinto, when he wrote himself artist, was 
Wont to derive his origin from the ancient family 
of Tinto, of that ilk, in Lanarkshire, and occasion- 
ally hinted that he had somewhat derogated from 
Ids gentle blood, in using the pencil for his princi- 
pal means of support But if Dick's pedigree was 
correct, some of his ancestors must have suffered a 
more heavy declension, since the good man his fa- 
ther executed the necessary, and I trust, the honest, 
but certainly not very distinguished employment, of 
taylor in ordinary to the village of Langdirdum in 
the west. Under his humble roof was Richard 
bom, and to his father's humble trade was Richard, 
greatly contrary to his inclination, early indentur- 
ed. Old Mr. Tinto had, however, no reason to con- 
gratulate himself upon having compelled the youth- 
ful genius of his son to forsake its natural bent. 
He fared like the school-boy, who attempts to stop 
with his finger the spout of a water cistern, while 
the stream, exasperated at this compression, escapes 
by a thousand uncalcalated spirts, and wets him all 
over for his pains. Even so fared the senior Tinto, 
when his hopeful apprentice not only exhausted all 
the chalk in making sketches upon the shopboard, 
hut even executed several caricatures of his father's 
best customers, who began loudly to murmur, that 
it was too hard to have their persons deformed by 
the vestments of the father, and to he at the same 
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6 Tales of My Landlord. 

time turned into ridicule by the pencil of the soil* 
This led to discredit and loss of practice, until the 
old tailor, yielding to destiny, and to the entreaties 
of his son, permitted him to attempt his fortune in 
a line for which he was better qualified. 

There was about this time, in the village of Lang- 
dirdum, a peripatetic brother of the brush, who ex- 
ercised his vocation sub Jove frigido, the object of 
admiration to all the boys of the village, but espe- 
cially to Dick Tinto. The age had not yet adopted, 
amongst other unworthy retrenchments that illibe- 
ral measure of economy, which supplying by writ- 
ten characters the lack of symbolical representation, 
closes one open and easily accessible avenue of in- 
struction and emolument against the students of the 
arts. It was not yet permitted to write upon the 
plastered door-way of an ale-house, or the suspend- 
ed sign of an inn, «The Old Magpie/ or < The Sa- 
racen's Head/ substituting that cold description for 
the lively effigies of the plumed chatterer, or the 
turbanM frown of the terrific soldari. That early 
and more simple age considered alike the necessi- 
ties of all ranks, and depicted the symbols of good 
cheer so as to be obvious to all capacities; well 
judging, that a man, who could not read a syllable, 
might nevertheless love a pot of good ale as well as 
his better educated neighbours, or even as the par- 
son himself. Acting upon this liberal principle, 
publicans as yet hung forth the painted emblems of 
their calling, and sign-painters, if they seldom feast- 
ed, did not at least absolutely starve. 

To a worthy of this decayed profession, as we 
have already intimated, Dick Tinto became an as- 
sistant; and thus as is not unusual among heaven- 
born geniuses in this department of the fine arts, 
began to paint before he had any notion of draw- 
ing 

His natural talent for observing nature soon in* 
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daced him to rectify the errors, and soar above the 
instructions of tits teacher, lie particularly shone 
in painting horses, that being a favourite sign in 
the Scotish villages; and, in tracing his progress, 
it Is beautiful to observe, how by uegrees lie learn- 
ed to shorten the backs, and prolong the legs, of 
these noble, animals, until they came to look less 
like crocodiles, and more like nags. Detraction, 
which always pursues merit with strides propor- 
tioned to its advancement, has indeed alleged, that 
Dick once upon a time painted a horse with five 
legs, instead of four. I might have rested his de- 
fence upon the license allowed to that branch of the 
profession, which, as it permits ail sorts of singu- 
lar and irregular combinations, may be allowed to 
extend itself so far as to bestow a limb supernume- 
rary on a favourite subject. But the cause of a de- 
ceased friend is sacred; and I disdain to bottom it 
so superficially. I have visited the sign in question, 
■ which yet swings exalted in the village of Lang- 
dirdum, and 1 am ready to depose upon oath, that 
what has been idly, mistaken or misrepresented as 
being the fifth leg of the horse, is, in fact, the tail 
of that quadruped, and, considered with reference 
to the posture in which he is represented, forms a 
circumstance, introduced and managed with great 
and successful, though daring art. The nag being 
represented in a rampant or rearing posture, the 
tail, which is prolonged till it touches the ground, 
appears to form a point (Pappui, and gives the firm- 
ness of a tripod to tbe figure, without which it 
would be difficult to conceive, placed as the feet are, 
how the courser could maintain his ground without 
tumbling backwards. This bold conception has 
fortunately fallen into the custody of i>ne by whom 
it is duly valued; for, when Dick, in his more ad- 
vanced state of proficiency, became dubious of the 
propriety of so daring a deviation from the estah- 
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lisbed roles of ait, and was desirous to execute a 
picture of the publican himself in exchange for this 
juvenile production, the courteous offer was declin- 
ed by lib judicious employer, who had observed, it 
seems, that when his ale failed to do its duty in con- 
ciliating his guests, one glance at his sign was sure 
to put them in good humour. 

It would be foreign to ray present purpose to 
trace the steps by which Dick Tinto improved his 
touchy and corrected, by the rules of art, the luxu- 
riance of a fervid imagination. The scales fell from 
his eyes on viewing the sketches of a contemporary, 
the Seotish Teniers, as Wilkie has been deservedly 
styled. He threw down the brush, took up the cray- 
ons, and, amid hunger and toll, and suspense and 
uncertainty, pursued the path of his profession un- 
der better auspices than those of his original mas- 
ter* Still the first rude emanations of his genius, 
(like the nursery rhymes of Pope, could these be 
recovered,) will be deaf to the companions of Dick 
Tintote youth. There is a tankard and gridiron 
painted over the door of an obscure change-house 
in the Back-wynd of Ganderscleugh— But I feel I 
must tear myself from the subject, or dwell on it 
too long. 

Amid his wants and struggles, Dick Tinto had 
recourse, like his brethren, to levying that tax upon 
the vanity of mankind which he could not extract 
from their taste and liberality— in a word, he 
painted portraits. It was in this more advanced 
stage of proficiency, when Dick had soared above 
his original line of business, and highly disdained 
any allusion to it, that, after having been estranged 
for several years, we again met in the village of 
Ganderrfeugh, I holding my present situation, and 
Dick painting copies of the human face divine at a 
guinea per head. This was a small premium, yet, 
in Ike first burst of business, it more than sufficed 
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for aH Dkfc's moderate wants; so that he occupied 
an apartment at the Wallace Inn, cracked his jest 
with impunity even upon mine host himself, and 
lived in respect and observance with the chamber- 
maid, hostler, and waiter. 

Those halcyon days were too serene to last lonr. 
'When Ms honour the laird of Gandercleugh, with 
JUs wife and three daughter*, th^ minister, the 
ganger, mine esteenred patron Mr. Jedediah Cleish- 
botham, end some round dozen bf the feuars and far- 
mers, had been consigned to immortality by Tinto's 
brush* custom began to slacken, and it was impos- 
sible to wring more than crowns and half-crowns 
from the hard hands of the peasants, whose ambi- 
tion led them to Dick's painting-room* 

Stilly though the horizon was overclouded, no 
storm for sorap time ensued. Mine host had chris- 
tian faith with a lodger, who had been a good pay- 
master as long, as he had the means. And from a 
portrait of our landlord himself, grouped with his 
wife and daughters, in the style of Rubens, which 
Suddenly appeared in the best parlour, it was evi- 
dent that Dick had found some mode of bartering 
art. for the necessaries of life. 

Nothing* however, is more precarious than re- 
sources of this nature. It was observed, that Dick 
became in his turn the whetstone of mine host's wit, 
without venturing either at defence or retaliation; 
that his easel was transferred to a garret-room, in 
which there was scarce space for it to stand upright; 
and that he no longer ventured to join the weekly 
club, of which he bad been que? the 'life and soul. 
In short, Dick Tinto*s friends feared that lie had 
acted like the animal called the sloth, which, having 
eaten up the last green leaf upon the tree where it 
has established itself, ends by tumbling down from 
the top, and dying of inanition. I ventured to hint 
this to Dick, recommended his transferring the ex- 
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ercise of his inestimable talent to gome other sphere, 
and forsaking the common which be might be said 
to have eaten bare. 

'There is an obstacle to my change of residence/ 
said my friend, grasping my hand with a look of 
solemnity/ 

'A bill due to my landlord, I am afraid,' replietl 
I, with heartfelt sympathy, <if any part of my slen- 
der means can assist in this emergence'— 

•No, by the soul of sir Joshua/ answered the 
generous youth, « 1 will never involve a friend in 
the consequences of my own misfortune. There is 
a mode by which I can regain my liberty; and to 
creep even through a common sewer, is better than 
to remain in prison/ 

I did not perfectly understand tf hat my friend 
meant. The muse of painting appeared to bate 
failed him, and what other goddess he could invoke 
in his distress, was a mystery to me. We parted, 
however, without further explanation, and I did not 
again see him until three days after, when he sum- 
moned me to partake ofthefoy with which his laud- 
lord proposed to regale him ere his departure for 
Edinburgh. 

I found Dick in high spirits, whistling while be 
buckled the small knapsack, which contained his 
colours, brushes, pallets, and clean shirt. That he 
parted on the best terms with mine host, was obvi- 
ous from the cold beef set forth in the low parlour, 
flanked by two, mugs of admirable brown stout, and 
I own my curiosity was excited concerning the 
means through which the face of my friend's affairs 
had been so suddenly improved. I did not suspect 
Dick of dealing with the devil, and by What earthly 
means he had extricated himself thus happily, I was 
at a total loss to conjecture. 

He perceived my curiosity, and took me by the 
hand, < My friend/ he said, «£ain would I conceal, 
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even from you, the degradation to which it has been 
necessary to submit, in order to accomplish an ho* 
nourable retreat from Gandercleugh. But what 
Matte attempting to conceal that, which must heeds 
betray itself even by lis superior excellence? AH ■ 

the village— all the partshW-all the world-— will * 

soon discover to what poverty has reduced Richard 
Tinto/ -< : -> --• 

A sudden thought here struck me— I had observ- 
ed that our landlord wore, on that memorable 
morning, a pair of bran new velveteens, instead of 
his ancient thick-sets. 

< What/said I, drawing my right hand, with the 
forefinger and thumb pressed together, nimbly from 
my right haunch to my left shoulder, < you have 
condescended to resume the paternal arts to which 
you were first bred— long stitches, ha, Dick? n 

He repelled this unlucky conjecture with a frown 
and a pshaw, indicative of indignant contempt, and 
leading me into another room, showed rae, resting 
against the wall, the majestic head of sir William 
Wallace* grim as when severed from the trunk by 
the orders of the felon Edward. 

The painting was executed on boards of a sub- 
stantial thickness, and the* top decorated with irons, 
for suspending the honoured effigy upon a sign-post. 
. « There,' he said, « my friend, stands the honour 
of Scotland, and my shame— yet not so— rather 
tb^ shame of those, who, instead of encouraging 
art in its proper sphere, reduce it to these unbe- 
coming and unworthy extremities/ 

I endeavoured to smooth the ruffled feelings of 
my misused and indignant friend. I reminded him 
that he ought not, like the stag in the fable, to des- 
pise the quality which had extricated him from dif- 
ficulties, in which his talents, as a portrait or land- 
scape painter, had been found unavailing. Above 
all, I praised the execution, as well as conception, 
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of his paistfng* and reminded him* tb*t f»r from 
feeling dishonoured by «o superb*apecimen of his 
.talents being e*pose*l to the general view of the 
public, he ought rather to congratulate himself upon 
the, augmentation of hk celebrity , to which its pub- 
lie exhibition must necessarily giire rise* 

« You are right, : my Trte^-^y^a are right,* re* 
plied poor Dick, his eye kindling with enthusiasm; 
« why should I shun the name of an—an— (he hesi- 
tated for a phr^e)~au out-of-doors artist? Ho- 
garth has. introduced himself in that character in ! 
one of his beet engravings— Domenichioo, or some 
body else, in ancient timesn--Morelapnd in bur own, 
haye exercised their talents in? this manner. And 
Wherefore limit to the rich and higher classes alone <■■? 
the delight which the exhibition of works of art is • 
calculated, to inspire into all classes? Statues are 
placed in the/ open air, why should Painting be 
more niggardly : in displaying her master-pieces- 
than her slater Sculpture? And yet, my friend, we 
must part- suddenly; the men are coming in an 
hour to put up the— the emblem;— and truly, with 
/all my philosophy, ami your consolatory encourv 
agemeat to boot, I would rather wish to leave Gan- 
tlercletjgh before that operation commences.' 
' We partook of our genial host's parting ban- 
quet, and I escorted Dick on lib wa4k to Edin- 
burgh, We parted about a mile from the village, 
just as, we heard the distant cheer of the boys 
which accompanied the mounting of the new sym- - 
boi of the Wallare-Head* Dick Tirrto mended his 
pace to get out of hearing,— -so little had either 
early practice or recent philosophy reconciled him 
to the character of a sign-painfcr* 
5 In Edinburgh, Dick's talents were discovered 
•arid appreciated, and he received dinners and hints 
from several distinguished judges of the fine arts* 
But these gentlemen dispensed their criticism more 
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Wittingly than their cash, and Dick thought he 
needed cash more than criticism. He therefore 
sought London, the universal mart of talent, and 
Where, as is usual in general marts of most descrip- 
tions, much more of the commodity is exposed to 
sale than can ever find purchasers. 

Dick, Who, in serious earnest, was supposed to 
have considerable natural talents for his profession* 
and whose vain and sanguine disposition never per- 
mitted him to doubt for a moment of ultimate sue* 
cess, threw himself lieadlong into the crowd whicl* 
jostled and struggled for notice and preferment. 
He elbowed others, and was elbowed himself; and 
finally, by dint of intrepidity, fought his way into 
some notice, painted for the prize at the Institution* 
had pictures at the exhibition at Somerset-house* 
and damned the hanging committee. But poor Dick 
was doomed to lose the field be fought so gallantly* 
In the fine arts, there is scarce an alternative be- 
twixt distinguished success and absolute failure; and 
as Dick's zeal and industry were unable to insure 
the first, he fell into the distresses which, in hit 
condition were the natural consequences of the lat- 
ter alternative. He was for a time patronized by 
one or two of those judicious persons who make ft, 
virtue of being singular, and of pitching their own 
opinions against those of the world in matters of 
taste and criticism. But they soon tired of poor 
Tinto, and laid him down as a load, upon the prin- 
ciple oh which a spoilt child throws away its play- 
thing. Misery, I fear took him up, and accom- 
panied him to a premature grave, to which be wa» 
carried from an obscure lodging in Swallow~streei, 
where he had been dunned by his landlady withift 
doors, and watched by bailiffs without, until <feat& 
ciune to his relief. A corner of the Morning Post 
noticed his death, generously adding, that his raan- 
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»*r displayed considerable genius, though bis style 
was rather sketchy; and referred to ah advertise* . 
merit, which announced that Mr. Varnish, the well 
known print-seller, had still on hand a very few 
drawings and paintings by Richard Tinto, esquire, 
which those of the nobility and gentry, wW might 
wish to complete their collections of modern art, 
were invited to visit without delay. So ended Dick 
Tinto, a lamentable proof of the great truth, that 
in the fine arts mediocrity is not permitted, and that 
be who cannot ascend to the very top of the ladder 
will do well not to put his foot upon it at all. 
.The memory of Tinto is dear to me, from the, 
recollection of the many conversations which we. 
Have had together, most of them turning upon my 
present task. He was delighted with my progress, 
and talked of an ornamented and illustrated edition, 
with heads* vignettes, and culs de lampe* all to be 
designed by his own patriotic and friendly pencil, 
JSe prevailed upon an old sergeant of invalids to sit 
to him in the character of Both well , the life-guard's- 
man of Charles the Second, and the bellman of 
Gandercleugh in that of David Deans, But white 
fye thus proposed to unite Ids own powers with mine 
for t|ie illustration of these narratives, he mixed 
many a dose of salutary criticism with the panegy- 
rics which my composition was at times so fortunate 
as to call forth* < Your characters/ he said, <niy 
dear Pattieson, make too much use of the gob b&a% 
the J patter too much— (an elegant phraseology, 
which Dick had learned while painting the scenes 
qf an itinerant company of players)^— there is no- 
thing in whole pages but mere chat and, dialogue* 9 
* • « The. ancient philosopher/said I in reply,>was 
wont to say, « Speak, that I may know thee;? and 
haw is it possible for an author to introduce Jus 
ptrsonm dramatis to his readers in a more inte* 
resting and effectual manner, than by the dialogue 
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In which each is represented as supporting his own 

appropriate character?* 

•It is a false conclusion, 9 said Tirtto; 'I hate it, 
£eter, m I hate an unfilled cann. I will grant you, 
indeed, that speech is a faculty of some value in the 
intercourse of human affairs, and I wiH not even 
insist on the doctrine of that Pythagorean toperj 
who was of opinion, that over a bottle speaking 
spoiled conversation. But I will not allow that a 
professor of the fine arts has occasion to embody 
the idea of ..his scene in language, in order to inr- 
pretes upon the reader its reality and its effect. On 
tlie contrary, I will be jtidged by most "of your 
readers, Peter, should these tales ever become pub- 
lic, whether you have not given us a page of talft 
for every single idea which two words might have 
communicated, while the posture, and manner, and 
incident, accurately drawn, and brought out by ap- 
propriate colouring, would have preserved all that 
was worthy of preservation, and saved these ever- 
lasting said he's and said she's, with which it has 
been your pleasure to encumber your pages/ 
• I replied, * that he confounded the operations of 
the. pencil and the pen; that the serene and silent 
art, as painting has been called by one of our first 
Tivingpoet^ necessarily appealed to the eye, because 
it had not the organs for addressing the ear; where- 
as poetry, or that species of composition which ap- 
proached to it, lay under the necessity of doing ab- 
solutely the reverse, and addressed itself to the ear, 
for the purpose of exciting that Interest which it 
could not attain through the medium of the eye.' 

Dick was not a whit staggered by my argument* 
Which he contended was founded on misrepresenta- 
tion. « 'Description/ he said, «was to the author of 
a romance exactly what drawing and tinting were 
to a painter; words were his colours, and, if pro- 
perly employed, they cduld not fail to place the 
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scene, which be wished to conjure up, as effectually 
before the mind's eye, as the tablet or canvass pre- 
sents it to thp bodily organ. The same rules/ he 
contended, < applied to both, and an exuberance of 
dialogue, in the former case, was a verbose and la- 
borious mode of composition, which went, to con- 
found the proper art of fictitious narrative with that 
pf the drama, a widely different species of compo- 
sition; of which dialogue wua the very essence; be- 
cause all, excepting tl»c language to be made use o^ 
Was presented to the eye by the dresses, and per- 
sons, and actions of the performers upon the stage. 
But as nothing/ said Dick, « can be more dull than 
a long narrative written upon the plan of a drama* 
so where you have approached moat near to that 
species of composition, by indulging in prolonged 
scenes of mere conversation, the course of your 
story has become chill and constrained, mid you 
have lost the power of arresting the attention and 
exciting the imagination, in which upon other oc- 
casions you may be considered as having succeeded 
tolerably well/ 

I made my bow in requital of the) compliment, 
winch was probably thrown in by way of placebo, 
and expressed myself willing at least to make one 
trial of a more straight forward style of composi- 
tion, in which my actors should do more, and say 
less, than in my former attempts of this kind, 
Dick gave me a patronizing and approving nod, 
and observed, that, finding me so docile, he would 
communicate, for the benefit of my rouse, a subject 
which he had studied with a view,to his own art* 
. < The story,* he said, < was, by tradition, aflirm- 
ed to be truth, although, as upwards of a hundred 
years had passed away since the events took place* 
some doubts upon the accuracy of all the particulars 
might be reasonably entertained/ 

When Dick Tinto had thus spoken, he rum- 
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tnaged his portfolio for the sketch froift which he 
proposed one day to execute a picture of fourteen 
feet by eight The sketch, which was cleverly execu- 
ted, to use the appropriate phrase, presented an an- 
cient hall, fitted up and furnished in what we now 
call the taste of queen Elizabeth's age* The light; 
admitted from the upper part of a high casement, 
fell upon a female figure of exquisite beauty, who, 
in an attitude of speechless terror, appeared te 
watch the issue of a debate betwixt two other per- 
sons* The one was a young man, in the Vandyke 
dress common to the time of Charles I., who, with 
an air of indignant pride, testified by the manner 
in which he raised his head and extended his arm, 
seemed to be urging a claim of right, rather than 
of favour, to a lady, whose age, and some resem- 
blance in their features, pointed her out as the mo- 
' their of the younger female, and who appeared to 
listen with a mixture of displeasure and impatience. 
Tinto produced his sketch with an air of myste- 
rious triumph, and gazed on it as a fond parent 
looks upon a hopeful child, while he anticipates the 
future figure he is to make in the world, and the 
height to which he will raise the honour of his fami- 
ly. He held it at arms' length from me, — he held 
it closer,— he placed it upon the top of a chest of 
drawers, closed the lower shutters of the casement, 
to adjust a downward and favourable light,— fell 
tack to the due distance, dragging me after him,— 
shaded his face with his hand, as if to exclude all 
but the favourite object,-— and ended by spoiling a 
child's copy-book, which he rolled tip so as to serve 
for the darkened tube of an amateur. I fancy my 
expressions of enthusiasm had not been in propor- 
tion to Ids own, for he presently exclaimed With 
vehemence, < Mr. Pattieson, I used to think you 
" an eye in Jour head/ 
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I vindicated my claim to the usual allowance of 
visual organs. 

« Yet, on my honour/ said Dick, ' I would swear 
you had been born blind, since you have failed at 
the first glance to discover the subject and mean- 
log of that sketch. I do not mean to praise my 
own performance; I leave these arts to others; I 
am sensible of tay deficiencies, conscious that my 
drawing and colouring may be improved by the 
time I intend to dedicate to the art. But the con* 
Ception — the expression-— the positions — -these tell 
the story to every one who looks at the sketch; and 
if I can finish the picture without diminution of the 
original conception, the name of Tinto shall no 
more be smothered by the mists of envy and in- 
trigue/ 

jf replied, 'That I admired the sketch exceed- 
ingly; but that to understand its full merit, I felt 
it absolutely necessary to be informed of the sub- 
ject/ 

< That is the very thing I complain of/ answered 
Tinto; 'you have accustomed yourself so much to 
these creeping twilight details of yours, that you 
are become incapable of receiving that instant and 
Vivid flash of conviction, which darts on the mind 
from seeing the happy and expressive combinations 
of a single tfeene, and which gathers from the posi- 
tron, attitude, and countenance of the moment, not 
only the history of the past lives of the personages 
represented, and the nature of the business on which 
they are immediately engaged, hut lifts even the 
yeil of futurity* and affords a shrewd guess at their 
^future fortunes/ 

- «In that case/ replied I, « Pa fitting excels the 
Ape of the renowned Gines de Passamont, which 
jttily meddled with the past and the present; nay, 
she excels that very Nature who affords her W^ 
jetfs; ffe J protest to you, Dick, that were {per- 
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mitted to peep into that Elizabeth-chamber, and 
see the persons you have skt* tcbed rouvefsing in 
flesh and blood, 1 should not be a jot nearer guess- 
ing the nature of their business, than I am at this 
moment while looking Sit your sketch. Only gene- 
rally, from the languishing look of the young Iady> 
and the care you hate taken to present a very 
handsome leg on the part ol the gentleman, I pre- 
sume there; is some reference to a love affair be- 
tween them/ 

« Do you really presume to form such a boH con- 
jecture?* said Tinto.* And tin 1 indignant earnest* 
ness with which you see the man urge Ins su&— the 
unresisting and passive despair of the younger fe^ 
male— -the Rtern air of inflexible determination in 
tfte elder woman, whose looks express at once cotk- 
sciousrtess that she is acting wrong* and a firm de- 
termination to persist in the course she has adopt- 
ed'* ■ • ;-.••; 

•If her looks express all this, |ny dear Tint©/ 
replied I, iiileirmtfiatg him* *yoar pencil rivals the 
dramatic art of Mr. Puff in the Critic, who cram* 
med a whole complicated sentence into the expres- 
sive shake of lord Burleigh's head/ 

<My good ft iend Peter/ replied Tinto, <I ob- 
serve yon are perfectly incorrigible; however, I 
have compassion on your dullness, and am unwilling 
you should be deprived of the pleasure of under- 
standing my picture, and of gaining, at the same 
time, a subject for your own pern You must know 
then, last summer, while I was taking sketches on 
the coast of East Lothian and Berwickshire, I was 
seduced into the mountains of Lamtnermoor by the 
account I received of some remains of antiquity in 
that district. Those with which I was most struck, 
were the ruins of an ancient castle, in which that 
Elizabeth-chamber, as you call it, once existed* I 
resided for two or three days at a farm-house in thek 
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neighbourhood 9 where the aged good wife was well 
acquainted with the history of the castle, and the 
events which had taken place in it. One of these 
Was of a nature so interesting and singular, that 
my attention was divided between my wish to draw 
the old ruins in landscape, and to represent in a 
history-piece the singular events which have taken 
place in it. Here are my notes of the tale/ said 
poor Dick, handing a parcel of loose scraps, partly 
scratched over with his pencil, partly with his pen, 
where outlines of caricatures, sketches of turrets, 
mills, old gables, and dove-cotes, disputed the 
ground with his written memoranda. 

I proceeded, however, to decypher the substance 
of the manuscript as well as 'I could, and wove it 
into the following tale, in which, following in part, 
though not entirely, mf friend Tinto's advice, I 
endeavoured to render my narrative rather descrip- 
tive than dramatic. My favourite propensity, how- 
ever, has at times overcome me, and my persons, 
like many others in this talking world, speak now 
arid then a great deal more than they act. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have, 
'Tis not enough our foes are tins time fled, 
Being opposites of such repairing nature. , 

Second .Part of Henry VI. 

In the gorge of a pass or mountain glen* ascend* 
ing from the fertile plains of East Lothian, there 
stood in former times an extensive castle, of which 
only the ruins are now visible* Its ancient proprie- 
tors were a race of powerful and warlike barons* 
who bore the same name with the castle itself, which 
was Ravenswood, Their line extended to a remote 
period of antiquity, and they had intermarried with 
the Douglasses, Humes, Swintons, Hays, and other 
families of power and distinction in the same coun- 
try. Their history was frequently involved in that 
of Scotland itself, in whose annals their feats are 
recorded. The castle of Ravenswood, occupying, 
and in some measure commanding, a pass betwixt 
Berwickshire or the Merse, as the south-eastern 
province of Scotland is termed, and the Lothians, 
was of importance both in times of foreign war and 
domestic discord. It was frequently besieged with 
ardour and defended with obstinacy, and of course, 
its owners played a conspicuous part in story. But 
their house had its revolutions, like all sublunary 
things; became greatly declined from its splendour 
about the middle of the 17th century; and towards 
the period of the revolution, the last proprietor of 
Ravenswood castle saw himself compelled to part 
with the ancient family seat, and to remove himself 
to a lonely and sea-beaten tower, which, situated 
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on the bleak shores between Saint Abb's Head and 
the village of Eyemouth, looked out on the lonely 
and boisterous German ocean. A black domain of 
wild pasture-land surrounded their new residence, 
and formed the remains of their property. 

Lord Ravenswood, the heir of this ruined family, 
was far from bending his mind to his hew condition 
of life. In the civil war of 1689, he had espoused 
the sinking side, and although he had escaped with- 
out the forfeiture of life or land, his blood had been 
attainted, and his title abolished. He was now call- 
ed lord Ravenswood only in courtesy. 

This forfeited nobleman inherited the pride and 
turbulence, though not the fortune of his family, 
and* as he imputed the final declension of his family 
to a particular individual, he honoured that person 
With his full portion of hatred. This was the very 
man who had now become, by purchase, proprietor 
of Ravenswood, and the domains of which the heir 
of the house now stood dispossessed. He was de- 
scended of a family much less ancient than that of 
lord Ravenswood, and. which had only arisen to 
wealth and political importance during the great 
civil wars. He himself had been bred to the bar, 
and had held high offices in the state, maintaining 
through lire the character of a skilful fisher in the 
troubled waters of a state divided by factions, and 
governed by delegated authority; and of one who 
contrived to amass considerable sums of money in 
a country where there was hot little to be gathered, 
and who equally knew the value of wealth, and the 
various means of augmenting it, and using it as an 
engine of increasing his power and influence. 

Thus qualified and gifted, lie was a dangerous 
antagonist tn-the fierce and imprudent Ravenswood. 
Whether he had given him good cause for the enmity 
with which the baron regarded him, was a point on 
which men spoke differently. Some said the quarrel 
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arose merely from the vindictive spirit and eaivy of 
lord Ravenswood, who could not patiently behold 
another, though by just and fair purchase, become 
the proprietor of the estate and castle of his fore- 
fathers. But the greater part of the public, prone 
to slander the wealthy in their absence, as to flatter 
them in their presence, held a less charitable opin- 
ion. They said, that the lord keeper (for to this 
height sir William Asbton had ascended,) had, 
previous to the final purchase of the estate of Ra- 
venswood, been concerned in extensive pecuniary 
transactions with the former proprietor; and rather 
intimating what was probable, than affirming any 
thing positively, they asked which party was likely 
to have the advantage in stating and enforcing tbe 
claims arising out of these complicated affairs, and 
more than hinted the advantages which the cool 
lawyer and able politician must. necessarily possess 
over the hot, fiery, and imprudent character whom 
be had involved in legal toils and pecuniary snares* 
The character of the times aggravated these 
suspicions. >In those days there was no king in 
Israel*' Since the departure of James VI. to as- 
sume the richer and more powerful crown of Eng- 
land, there had existed in Scotland contending 
parties, formed among the aristocracy, by whom-, 
as their intrigues at the court of St. James's 
chanced to prevail, the delegated powers of sove- 
reignty were alternately swayed. The evils at* 
tending upon this system of government, resembled 
those which afflict the tenants of an Irish estate 
owned by an absentee. There was no supreme 
power, claiming and possessing a general interest 
with the community at large, to whom the oppress- 
ed might appeal from subordinate tyranny, either 
for justice or for mercy. Let a monarch be as 
indolent, as selfish, as much disposed to arbitrary 
p&wer as he will, still, in a free country, his own 
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interests are so clearly connected with those of the 
public at large; and the evil Consequences to his own 
authority are so obvious and imminent when a dif- 
ferent course is pursued, that common policy, as 
Well as common feeling, point to the equal distribu- 
tion of justice, and to the establishment of the 
throne in righteousness. Thus, even sovereigns, 
remarkable for usurpation and tyranny, have been 
found rigorous in the administration of justice 

: among their subjects, in cases where their own 
power and passions were not compromised. 

. It is very different when the powers of sovereignty 
are delegated to the head of an aristocratic faction, 
rivalled and pressed closely in the race of ambition 
by an adverse leader. His brief and precarious 
enjoyment of power must be employed in reward- 
ing his parti z an s, in extending his influence, in 
oppressing and crushing his adversaries. Even 
Abon Hassan, the most disinterested of all viceroys, 
forgot not, during his caliphate of one day, to send 
a douteur of one thousand pieces of gold to his own 

•household; and the Scotish vicegerents, raised to 

: power by the strength of their faction, failed not 
to embrace the same means of rewarding them. 

The administration of justice, in particular, was 
infected by the most gross partiality. Scarce a 
case of importance could occur, in which there was 
not some ground for bias or partiality on the part 
of the judges, who were so little able to withstand 
the temptation, that the adage, < Show me the man, 
and I will show you the law/ became as prevalent 
a? it was scandalous. One corruption led the way 
to others still more gross and profligate. The 

judge who lent his sacred authority in one case to 
support a friend, and in order to crush an enemy, 
and whose decisions were founded on family con- 
nexions, or political relations; could not be supposed 

inaccessible to direct personal motives, and the 
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purse of the wealthy was too often believed to he 
thrown into the scale to weigh down the cause 
of the poor litigant* The subordinate officers of 
the law affected little scruple concerning hribery. 
Pieces of plate, and bags of money, were sent in 
presents to the king's counsel, to influence their 
conduct, and poured forth, says a contemporary 
writer, like billets of wood upon their floors, with- 
out even the decency of concealment. 

In such times, it was not over uncharitable to 
suppose, that the statesman, practised in courts of 
law, and a powerful member of a triumphant cabal, 
might find and use means of advantage over his 
less skilful and less favoured adversary; and if it 
had been supposed that sir William Ashton's con* 
science had been too delicate to profit by these 
advantages, it was believed that his ambition and 
desire of extending his wealth and consequence, 
found as strong a stimulus in the exhortations of 
his lady, as the daring aim of Macbeth in the days 
of yore. 

Lady Ashton was of a family more distinguished 
than that of her lord, an advantage which she did 
not fail to use to the uttermost, in maintaining and 
extending her husband's influence over others, and, 
unless she was greatly belied, her own over him. 
She had been beautiful, and was still stately and 
majestic in her appearance. Endowed by nature 
with strong powers and violent passions, experience 
had taught her to employ the one, and to conceal, if 
not to moderate the other. Sire was a severe and 
strict observer of the external forms, at least, of 
devotion; her hospitality was splendid, even to 
ostentation; her address and manners, agreeable to 
the pattern most valued in Scotland at the period, 
were grave, dignified, and severely regulated by 
the rules of etiquette. Her character had always 
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been beyond the breath of slander. And yet, with 
all these qualities to excite respect, lady Ashton was 
seldom mentioned in the terms of love or affection. 
Interest— -the interest of her family, if not her 
own— -seemed too obviously the motive of her ac- 
tions? and where this is the case, the sharp-judging 
and malignant public are not easily imposed upon 
by outward show. It was seen and ascertained, 
that, in her most graceful courtesies and compli- 
ments, lady Ashton no more lost sight of her object 
than the falcon in his airy wheel turns bis quick 
eyes from bis destined quarry; and hence, something 
of doubt and suspicion qualified the feelings with 
which her equals received her attentions. With 
her inferiors these feelings were mingled with fear, 
an impression useful to her purposes, so far as it 
enforced ready compliance with her requests; and 
implicit obedience to her commands, but detrimen- 
tal, because it cannot exist with affection or regard. 
Even her husband, it is said, upon whose fortunes 
her talents and address had produced such emphatic 
influence, regarded her with respectful awe rather 
than confiding attachment; and report said, there 
were times when he considered his grandeur as 
dearly purchased at the expense of domestic thral- 
dom. Of this, however much might be suspected, 
but little coiild be accurately known; lady Ashton 
regarded the honour of her husband as her own, 
and was well aware how much that would suffer in 
the public eye should he appear a vassal to his 
wife. In all her arguments, his opinion was quoted 
as infallible^ his taste was appealed to, and his 
sentiments received with the air of deference, 
Which a dutiful wife might seem to owe to a hus- 
band of sir William Ashton's rank and character. 
But there was something undeY all this which rung 
fttee and hotlow$uand to those who Watched this 
couplo with close, and perhaps malicioas scrutiny, 



TteBrid* \ of Lammtrmoor* Bf 

it seemed evident, that, in the haughtiness of a 
former character, higher birth, and more decided 
views of aggrandizement/ the lady looked with 
some contempt on her husband, and that he regard- 
ed her with jealous fear father than with love or 
admiration* 

Still, however, the leading and favorite interests 
of sir William Asbton and his lady were the same, 
and they failed not to work in concert* although 
without cordiality, and to testify, in all exterior cir- 
cumstances* that respect for each other which they 
were aware was necessary to secure that of the 
public. < 

Their union was crowned with several children, 
of whom three survived. One, the eldest son, was 
absent on his travels; the second, a girl of seven- 
teen, and the third, a boy about three years youn- 
ger, resided with their parents in Edinburgh, 
during the sessions of the Scotish parliament and 
privy council, at other times in the old gothic 
castle of Ravenswood, to which the lord keeper 
bad made large additions in the style of the seven- 
teenth century. 

Allan lord Ravenswood, the late proprietor of 
that ancient mansion and the large estate annexed 
to it, continued for some time to wage ineffectual 
war with his successor concerning various points 
to which their former transactions hate! given rise, 
and which were successively determined in favour 
Of the wealthy and powerful competitor, until death 
closed the litigation, by summoning Ravenswood 
to a higher bar. The thread of life, which had 
been long wasting, gave way during a fit of violent 
and impotent fury, with which he was assailed on 
receiving the news of the loss of a cause, founded, 
perhaps, rather in equity than in law, the last 
which he had maintained against his powerful an- 
tagonist Bis son witnessed his dying agonies, 
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and heard the curses which he breathed against hid 
adversary, as if they bad conveyed to him a legacy 
of vengeance. Other circumstances happened to 
exasperate a passion, which was, and had long 
been, a prevalent vice m the Scotisb disposition. 

It was a November morning, and the cliffs which 
overlooked the ocean were hung with thick and 
heavy mist> when the portals of the ancient and 
half-ruinous tower* in which lord Ravenswood had 
spent the last and troubled years of his life, opened, 
that his mortal remains might pass forward to an 
abode yet more dreary and lonely. The pomp of 
attendance, to which the deceased had, in his latter 
years, been a stranger, was revived as he was 
about to * he consigned to the realms of forgetful- 
ness. 

Banner after banner* with the various devices 
and coats of this ancient family and its connexions, 
followed each other in mournful procession from 
under the low-browed archway of the court-yard. 
The principal gentry of the country attended in 
the deepest mourning, and tempered the pace of 
their long train of horses to the solemn niarch be- 
fitting the occasion. Trumpets, with banners of 
crape attached to them, sent forth their long and 
melancholy notes to regulate the movements of the 
procession. An immense train of inferior mourners 
and menials closed the rear, which had not yet 
issued from the castle-gate, when the van bad reach- 
ed the chapel where the body was to be deposited. 

Contrary to the custom, and even to the law of 
the time, the body, was met by a priest of the 
English communion, arrayed in his surplice, and. 
prepared to read over the coffin of the deceased 
the funeral service of the church. Such had been 
the desire of lord Ravenswood in his Jast illness, 
and it was readily complied with by the tory gen- 
tlemen, pr cavaliers, as they affected to style theft* - 
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selves, in which faction most of his kinsmen were- 
eurolled. The presbyterian church-judicatory of 
the bounds, considering the ceremony as a bravad-. 
ing insult upon their authority, had applied to the 
lord keeper, as the nearest privy counsellor, for a 
warrant to prevent its being carried into effect; so 
that when the clergyman had opened his prayer- 
book, an officer of the law, supported by some armed 
men, commanded him to be silent. An insult, which 
fired the whole assembly with indignation, was par- 
ticularly and instantly resented by the only son of 
the deceased, Edgar, popularly called the Master 
of Ravenswood, a youth of about twenty years oC 
age. He clapped his hand on his sword, and, bid- 
ding the official person to desist at his peril from 
further interruption, commanded the clergyman to 
proceed. The man attempted to enforce his com- 
mission, but as an hundred swords at once glittered 
in the air, he contented himself with protesting 
against the violence which had been offered to him 
in the execution of his duty, and stood aloof, a sul- 
len and moody spectator of the ceremonial, mut- 
tering as one who should say, < You '11 rue the day 
that clogs me with this answer.' 

The scene; was worthy of an ariistfs pencil* tin- 
der the very arch <>f the bouse of death* the dergy- 
man, affrighted at the scene, and trembling far his 
own safety, hastily and unwillingly rehearsed the 
solemn service of the church, and spoke dust to 
dust, and ashes to ashes, over ruined prick and de- 
cayed posterity. Around stood the relations of the 
deceased, their countenances, more in anger than 
in. sorrow, and the drawn swords which they bran- 
dished, forming a violent contrast with their deep 
mourning habits. In the countenance of tlie young 
man alone, resentment seemed for the moment 
overpowered by the deep agony with which he be^ 
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field his nearest, and almost his only friend, con- 
signed to the tomb of his ancestry. A relative ob- 
served him turn deadly pale, when, all rites being 
now duly observed, it became the duty of the chief 
mourner to lower down into the cbafnel vault, 
where mouldering coffins showed their tattered 
velvet and decayed plating, the head of the corpse 
which was to be their partner in corruption. He 
slept to the youth and offered his assistance, which, 
by a mute motion, Edgar Ravenswood rejected. 
Firmly, and without a tear, he performed that last 
duty. The stone was laid on the sepulchre, the door 
of the aisle was locked, and the youth took posses- 
sion of its massive key. 

As the crowd left the chapel, he paused on the 
steps which 4ed to its gothic chancel. « Gentlemen 
and friends,' he said, «you have this day done no 
Common duty to the body of your deceased kins- 
man. The rites of due observance, which, in other 
countries, are allowed as the due of the meanest 
Christian, would this day have been denied to the 
body of your relative — not certainly sprung of the 
meanest house in Scotland — had it not been assured 
to him by your courage. Others bury their dead 
in sorrow and tears, in silence and in reverence; 
oar ftmeral rites are marred by the intrusion of 
bailiffs and ruffians, and our grief — the grief due 
to our departed friend — is chased from our cheeks 
by the glow of just indignation. But it is well that 
I know from what quiver this arrow has come forth. 
It was only he that dug the grave who could have 
the mean cruelty to disturb the obsequies; and 
Heaven do as much to me and more, if f requite 
not to this man and his house, the ruin and disgrace 
Jb& has brought on me and mine.' 

A numerous part of the assembly applauded this 
speech, as the spirited expression of just resent- 
ment; but the more cool and judicious regretted 
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that it had been tittered. The fortunes of the heir 
of Ravenswood were too low to brave the farther 
hostility which they imagined these open expres- 
sions of resentment must necessarily provoke. Their 
apprehensions, however, proved groundless, at least 
in their immediate consequences of this affirir. The 
mourners returned to the tower, there, according 
to a custom but recently abolished in Scotland, to 
carouse deep healths to the memory of the deceas- 
ed, to make the house of sorrow ring with sounds 
of joviality and debauch, and to diminish, by the 
expense of a large and profuse entertainment, the 
limited revenues of the heir of him whose faneral 
they thus strangely honoured. It was the custom, 
however, and on the present occasion it was folly 
observed. The tables swam in wine, the populace 
feasted in the court-yard, the yeomen in the kitchen 
and buttery, and two years 9 rent of Ravenswood'* 
remaining property hardly defrayed the charge of 
the funeral revel. The wine did its office on all but 
the Master of Ravenswood, a title which he still re- 
tained, though forfeiture had attached to that of his 
father. He, while passing around the cup which be 
himself did not taste, soon listened to a thousand 
exclamations against the lord keeper, and passion- 
ate protestations of attachment to himself, and to 
the honour of his house. He listened with dark and 
sullen brow to ebullition which he considered justly 
as equally evanescent with the crimson bubbles on 
the brink of the goblet, or at least with the vap6urs 
which its contents excited in the brains of the re- 
vellers around him. 

When the last flask was emptied, they took their 
leave, with deep protestations — -to be forgotten on 
the morrow, if indeed, those who made them should 
not think it necessary for their safety to make a 
more solemn retractation* 
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Accepting their adieus with an air of contempt 
which he could scarce conceal, Ravenswood at 
length beheld his ruinous habitation cleared of this 
confluence of riotous guests, and returned to the 
deserted hall, which now appeared doubly lonely 
from the cessation of that clamour to which it had 
so lately echoed. But Its space was peopled by 
phantoms, which the imagination of the young heir 
conjured up before him— the tarnished honour and 
degraded fortunes of his house, the destruction of 
his own hopes, and the triumph of that family by 
whom they had been ruined. To a mind naturally 
of a gloomy cast, here was ample room for medita- 
tion, and the musings of young Ravenswood were 
deep and unwitnessed. 

The peasant, who shows the ruins of the tower, 
which still crown the beetling cliff and behold the 
war of the waves, though no more tenanted save by 
the sea-mew and cormorant, even yet affirms, that 
on this fatal night the master of Ravenswood, by 
the bitter exclamations of his despair, evoked some 
evil fiend, under whose malignant influence the fu- 
ture tissue of incidents was woven* Alas! what fiend 
can suggest more desperate councils, than those 
adopted under the guidance of our own violent and 
unresisted passions? 
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CHAPTER III. 



Over Gods forebode, then said the King, 
That thou shouldst shoot at me. 

William Bell. CUm o 9 the Cleugh> Uc, 



On the morning after the funeral, the legal offi- 
cer, whose authority had been found insufficient to 
effect an interruption of the funeral solemnities of 
the late lord Ravens wood, hastened to state-before 
the keener the interruption which he had received 
in the execution of his office. 

The statesman was seated in a spacious library, 
once a banquetting-room in the old castle of Ra- 
vens wood, as was evident from the armorial insignia 
still displayed on the carved roof, which was vault- 
ed with Spanish chestnut, and on the stained glass 
of the casement, through which gleamed a dim yet 
rich lights on the long rows of shelves, bending 
under the weight of legal commentators and mon- 
kish historians, whose ponderous volumes formed 
the chief and most valued contents of a Scotish 
historian of the period. On the massive oaken table 
and reading-desk, lay a confused mass of letters, 
petitions, and parchments; to toil amongst which 
was the pleasure at once and the plague of sir Wil- 
liam Ashton's life. His appearance was grave and. 
even noble, well becoming one who held an high 
office in the state; and it was not, save after long 
and intimate conversation with him upon topics of 
pressing and personal interest, that a stranger 
could have discovered something vacillating and 
uncertain in his resolutions; an infirmity of pur- 
pgse r arising from a cautious and timid disposition^ 
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which, as he was conscious of its internal influence 
on his mind, he was, from pride as well as policy, 
most anxious to conceal from others. 

He listened with great apparent composure to an 
exaggerated account of the tumult which had taken 
place at the funeral, of the contempt thrown on his 
own authority, and that of the church and state; nor 
did be seem moved even by the faithful report of the 
insulting and threatening language which had been 
uttered by young Ravenswood and others, and ob- 
viously directed against himself. He heard, also, 
What the man had been able to collect, in a very 
distorted and aggravated shape, of the toasts which 
bad been drunk, and the menaces uttered at the 
subsequent entertainment. In fine, he made careful 
notes of all these particulars, and of the names of 
the persons by whom, in case of need, an accusa- 
tion, founded upon these violent proceedings, could 
be witnessed and made good, and dismissed his in- 
former, secure that he was now master of the re* 
maining fortune, and even of the personal liberty, 
of young Ravenswood. 

When the door had closed upon the officer of the 
law, the lord keeper remained for a moment in deep 
meditation; then, starting from his seat, paced the 
apartment as one about to take a sudden and ener- 
getic resolution. < Young Ravenswood. 9 he muttered, 
« is now mine— he is my own-— he has placed himself 
in my hand, and he shall bend or break. I have 
not forgot the determined and dogged obstinacy 
with which his father fought every point to the last, 
resisted every effort at compromise, embroiled me 
in law-suits, and attempted to assail my character 
when he could not otherwise impugn my rights. 
This boy he has left behind him— this Edgar— lh\$ 
hot-headed, hare-brained fool, has wrecked his ves- 
sel before she has cleared the harbour. I must see 
that he gaius no advantage of some turning tide 
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TVhich may again float hifo Off. These mfcmor&nda, 
properly stated to the privy*councii, cannot but be 
construed into fcn aggravated riot, in which the 
dignity both of the civil and ecclesiastical authori- 
ties stand committed. A heavy fine-might be im- 
posed; ah order for committing him to Edinburgh 
or Blackness castle seems not improper; even a 
charge of treason might be laid on many of these 
•words and expressions, though God forbid I should 
prosecute the matter to that extent. No, I will not; 
—I will not touch his life, even if it should be in 
my power;— and yet, if lie lives till a change of 
times, what follows?— Restitution*— perhaps re- 
venge. I know Athoie promised his interest to old 
Ravens wood, and here is his son already bandying 
*nd making a faction by his own contemptible in- 
fluence. What a ready tool he would be for the use 
of those who are watching the downfall of our ad- 
ministration?' 

"While these thoughts were agitating the mind of 
the wily statesman, and while tie was persuading 
himself that his own interest and safety , as well as 
those of his friends and party, depended on using 
the present advantage to the uttermost against 
young Ravenswood, the lord keeper sate down to 
hiis desk, and proceeded to draw up, for the infor- 
mation of the privy -council, an account of the dis- 
orderly proceedings Which, in contempt of his war- 
rant, had taken plfcce at the funeral of lord Ravens- 
wood. The names of most of the parties concerned, 
as well as the fact itself, would, he was well aw*re, 
sound odiously in thenars of his colleagues in ad- 
ministration, and most likely instigate them to 
make ah example of young Ravenswood nt least, 
in terrorem. 

It *as a point of delicacy, however, to select such 
expressions as might it) fer his culpability, without 
seeming dirfcctly to urge it, which on the ?ai$ of sir 
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William Ashton, his fathers ancient antagonist, 
could not but appear odious and invidious. While ^ 
he was in the act of composition, labouring to find | 
words.wbich might indicate Edgar Ravenswood to \ 
be the cause of the uproar, without directly uiging- * 
the charge, sir William, in a pause of his task, -• 
chanced, in looking upward, to see the crest of the 
family (for whose heir he was whetting the arrows, 
and disposing the toils of the law,) carved upon 
one of the corbeilles from which the vaulted roof _ 
of the apartment sprung. It was a black bull's 
head, with the legend, < I bide iriy time;' and the 
occasion upon which it was adopted mingled itself 
singularly and impressively with the subject of his 
present reflections. - 

It was said by a constant tradition, that a Malisius 
4e Ravenswood had, in the thirteenth century, been 
deprived of his castle and lands by a powerful 
usurper, who had for a while enjoyed his spoils in 
quiet. At length, on the eve of a costly banquet, 
Ravenswood, who had watched bis opportunity, 
introduced himself into the castle with a small band 
of faithful retainers. The serving of the expected 
feast was impatiently looked for by the guests, and 
clamorously demanded by the temporary master of 
the castle. Ravenswood, who bad assumed the dis- 
guise of a sewer upon the occasion, answered, in a 
stern voice, « I bide my time;' and at the same mo- 
ment a bull's bead, the ancient symbol of death, 
Was placed upon the table. The explosion of the 
conspiracy took place upon the signal, and the 
usurper and his followers were put to death. Per- 
haps there was Something in this still known arid 
often repeated story, which came immediately home 
to the breast and conscience of the lord keeper; for, 
putting from him the paper on which he had begun 
his report, and carefully locking the memoranda 
which he had prepared, into a cabinet which stood 
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beside him, he proceeded to walk abroad, as if for 
the purpose of collecting his ideas, and reflecting 
farther on the consequences of the step which he 
was about to take, ere yet they became unavoidable* 
In passing through a large gothic anti-room, sir 
William Ashton heard the sound of his daughter's 
lute. Music, when the performers are concealed, 
affects us with a pleasure mingled with surprise, 
and reminds us ot the natural concert of birds 
among the leafy bowers. The statesman, though 
little accustomed to give way to emotions of this 
natural and simple class, was still a man and a fa- 
ther. He stopped, therefore, and listened, while the 
silver tones of Lucy Ashton's voice mingled with 
the accompaniment in an ancient air, to which 
some one had adapted the following words:— 

' Look not thou on beauty's charming 1 ,— 
Sit thou still when king's are arming,— 
Taste not when the wine cup glistens*— 
Speak not when the people listens,- 
, Stop thine ejtr against the singer,— 
l?rom the red gold keep thy finger,-F- 
Vacant heart, anil hand, and eye,— 
Easy live and quiet die.' 

The sounds ceased, and the Keeper entered Bis 
daughter's apartment. 

The words she bad chosen seemed particularly 
adapted to her character; for Lucy Asbton's exqui- 
sitely beautiful* yet somewhat girlish features, were 
formed to express peace of mind, serenity, and 
indifference to the tinsel of worldly pleasure. Her 
Jocks, which were of shadowy gold, dirided on a 
brow of exquisite whiteness, like a gleam of broken 
and pallid sunshine upon a hill of snow. The ex- 
pression of the countenance was i n the last degree 
gentle, soft, timid, and feminine, and seemed rather 
to shrink from the most casual look of a stranger, 
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than to court his admiration. Something there was 
of a Madonna cast, perhaps the result of delicate 
health, and of residence in a family, where the dis- 
positions of the inmates were fiercer, more active* 
and energetic than her own. 

Yet her passiveness of disposition was by no 
means owing to an indifferent or unfeeling mind. 
Left to the impulse of her own taste and feelings* 
Lucy Ash ton was peculiarly accessible to those of a 
romantic cast. Her secret delight was in the old 
legendary tales of ardent devotion and unalterable 
affection, chequered as they sooften are with strange 
adventures and supernatural horrors. This was 
her favoured fairy realm, and here she erected hgr 
serial palaces. But it was only in secret that she 
laboured at this delusive, but delightful architec- 
ture. In her retired chamber, or in the woodland 
bower which she had chosen for her own, and 
called after her name, she was in fancy distri- 
buting the prizes at the tournament, or raining 
down influence from her eyes on the valiant com- 
batants, or she was wandering in the wilderness 
yrith Una, or she was identifying herself with the 
simple, yet noblemirided Miranda, in the isle of 
wonder and enchantment. 

But in her exterior relations to things of this 
world, Lucy willingly received the ruling impulse 
from those around her. The alternative was, in 
general, too indifferent to her to render resistance 
desirable, and she willingly found a motive for de- 
cision in the opinion of her friends, which perhaps 
she might have sought for in vain in her own choice. 
Every reader must have observed in some family 
of his acquaintance, some individual of a temper 
soft and yielding, who, mixed with stronger and 
more ardent minds, is borne along by the w31 of 
others, with as little power of opposition as the 
flower which is flung into a running stream. It 
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usually happens that such a compliant and easy 
disposition, which resigns itself without murmur 
to the guidance of others, becomes the darling of 
those to whose inclinations its own seem to be of- 
fered, in ungrudging and ready sacrifice. 

Tliis was eminently the case with Lucy Ashton. 
Her politic, wary, and worldly father, felt for her 
an affection, the strength of which sometimes sur- 
prised him into an unusual emotion* Her elder 
brother, who trode the path of ambition with a 
haughtier step than his father, had also more of 
human affection. A soldier, and in a dissolute age, 
he preferred his sister Lucy even to pleasure, and 
to military preferment and distinction. Her younger 
brother, at an age when trifles chiefly occupied his 
mind, made her the confidante of all his pleasures 
and anxieties,— his success in field-sports, and*, his 
quarrels with his tutor and instructors. To these 
details, however trivial, Lucy lent patient and not 
indifferent attention. They moved and interested 
Henry, and that was enough to Becure her ear. 

Her mother alone did not feel that distinguished 
and predominating affection, with which the rest 
of the family cherished Lucy. She regarded what 
she termed her daughter's want of spirit, as a de- 
cided mark, that the more plebeian blood of her 
father predominated in Lucy's veins, and used to 
call her in derision her Lammermoor Shepherdess. 
To dislike so gentle and inoffensive a being was 
impossible; but lady Ashton preferred her eldest 
son, on whom had descended a large portion of her 
own ambitious and undaunted disposition, to a 
daughter whose softness of temper seemed allied to 
Feebleness of mind. Her eldest son was the more 
partially beloved hy bis mother, because contrary 
to the usual custom in Scotish families of distinction, 
he had been named after the head of the house* 

<My Shoho/ she said, < will support the uotar-- 
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Disked honour of his, maternal house, and. elevate 
and sqppurt that of his father. Poor Lucy is unfit 
for courts, or crowded halls. Some country laird 
must be her husband, rich enough to supply her 
With every comfort, without an effort on her own 
part, so that she may have nothing to shed a tear 
for but the tender apprehension lest he may break 
his neck in a fox -chase. It was not so, however, that 
our house was raised, nor is it so that it can be for- 
tified and augmented. The lord keeper's, dignity is 
yet new; it must be borne as if we were used to its 
weight, worthy of it, and prompt to assert and 
maintain it. Before ancient authorities, men bend, 
from customary and hereditary deference; in our 
presence they will stand erect, unless they are 
compelled to prostrate themselves. A daughter fit 
for the sheep-fold, or the cloister, is ill qualified to 
exact respect where it is yielded with reluctance; 
and since Heaven refused us a third hoy, Lucy 
should have held a character fit to supply his place. 
The hour will be a happy one which disposes her 
fcand in marriage to some one whose energy is great- 
er than her own, or whose ambition is of*is low an 
order.' 

So meditated a mother, to whom the qualities of 
lier children's hearts, as well ^s the prospect of 
their domestic happiness, seemed light in compari- 
son to their rank and temporal greatness. But, like 
many a parent of hot and impatient character, she 
lyas mistaken in estimating the feelings of her 
daughter, who, under a semblance of extreme indif- 
ference, nourished the germ of those passions which 
sometimes spring up in one night, like the gourd of 
the prophet, and astonish the observer by their 
unexpected ardour and intensity. In fact, LucyV 
sentiments seemed chill, because nothing had occur- 
red to interest or a waken them. Her life had hither- 
to flowed on in an uniform and gentle tenor, and 
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fiappy fop her had not its present smoothness of 
current resembled that of the stream as it glides 
downwards to the waterfall! 

•So Lucy, 5 said her father, entering as her song 
was ended, « does your musical philosopher teach 
you to contemn the world before you know it — that 
is surely something premature. — Or did you but 
speak according to the fashion of fair maidens, 
"who are always to hold the pleasures of life in 
contempt till they are pressed upon them by the 
address of some gentle knight?' 

Lucy blushed, disclaimed any inference respecting* 
her own choice being inferred from her selection of 
a song, and readily laid aside her instrument at 
her father's request that she would attend him in 
hirwalk. V 

A large and well-wooded park, or rather chase, 
stretched along the hill behind the castle, which 
occupying, as we have noticed, a pass ascending; 
from the plain, seemed built in its very gorge to* 
defend the forest ground which arose behind it in 
shaggy majesty. Into this romantic region the 
father and daughter proceeded, arm in arm, by a 
noble avenue overarched by embowering elms, 
beneath which groups of the fallow-deer were seen 
to stray in distant perspective. As they paced 
slowly on, admiring the different points of view, 
for which sir William Ashtori, notwithstanding 
the nature of his usual avocations, had considerable 
taste ami feeling, they were overtaken by the for- 
ester, or park-keeper, who, intent on sylvan sport, 
was proceeding with his cross-bow over his arm, 
and a hound led in leash by his boy, into the inte- 
rior of the wood, 

* Going to shoot us a piece of venison, Norman?* 
said his master, as 'lie returned the woodman'fig 
salutatiou, ^ 

D 2 
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1 Saul, your honour, and that! am. Will it please 
you to see the sport?' 

<0 no,' said his lordship, after looking at his 
daughter, whose colour fled at the idea of seeing 
the deer shot, although, had her father expressed 
bis wish that they should accompany Norman, it 
was probable she would not even have hinted her 
reluctance* 

The forester shrugged his shoulders. * It was a 
disheartening thing,' he said, 'when none of the 
gentles came down to see the sport. He hoped Mr. 
Sholto Would be soon hame,or he might shut up his 
shop entirely; for Mr. Harry was kept sae close 
wi' his Latin nonsense, that, though his will was 
very gpude to be in the wood from morning till 
night, there would be a hopeful lad lost, and no 
making a man of him. It was not so, he had heard, 
in lord Ravenswood's time — when a buck was to be 
killed, man and mother's son ran to see; and when 
the deer fell, the knife was always presented to the 
knight, and he never gave less than a dollar for the 
compliment. And there was Edgar Ravenswood— 
master of Ravenswood that is now— when he goes 
up to the wood— there hasna been a better hunter 
since Tristram's time— when sir Edgar bauds out, 
down goes the deer, foith. But we hae lost a' sense 
of wood-craft on this side of the hill.' 

There was much in this harangue highly dis- 
pleasing to the lord keeper's feelings; he could not 
help observing that his menial despised him almost 
avowedly for not possessing that taste for sport, 
which in these times was deemed the natural and 
indispensable attribute of a real gentleman. But 
the master of the game is, in all country bouses, a 
man of great importance, and entitled to use con- 
siderable freedom of speech. Sir William, there- 
fore, only smiled And replied, be had something 
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<4s6 to think upon to-day than killing deer; mean- 
time, taking out his purse, he gave the ranger a 
dollar for his encouragement. The fellow received 
it as the waiter of a fashionable hotel receives dou- 
ble his proper fee from the hands of a country gen- 
ticman,— that is, with a smile, in which pleasure at 
the gift is mingled with contempt for the ignorance 
of the donor. « Your honour is the bad paymaster/ 
he said, ' who pays before it is done. What would 
you do were I to miss the buck after you, have paid 
me my wood-fee?' 

< I suppose,' said the keepervsmiling, * you would 
hardly guess what I mean were I to tell you of a 
condidio indebiW 

. < Not I, on my saul— I guess it is some law phrase 
-—but sue a beggar, and— your honour knows what 
follows.-— Well* but I will be just with yon, and if 
bow and brach fail not, you shall have a piece of 
game two fingers fat on the brisket/ 

As he was about to go off, his master again call* 
ed him, ami asked, as if by accident, whether the 
master of Ravenswood was actually so brave a man 
and so good a shooter as the world spoke him? 

•Brave!— brave enough, I warrant you,? an- 
swered Norman; * I was, in the wood at Tyniiig- 
. hame, when there was a sort of gallants hunting 
with my lord; on my saul, there was a buck turned to 
bay made us all stand back; a stout old Trojan of 
the first-head, tenty ned branches, and a brow as 
broad as e'er a bullock's. Egad, he dashed at the 
old lord, and there would have Wen intake among 
the peerage, if the master had not whipt roundly 
in, and hamstrung him with his cutlace, He was 
but sixteen then, bless his heart! 9 

* And is he as ready with the gun as with the 
couteauJ* said sir William. 

'He 11 strike this silver dollar out from between 
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my finger and thumb at fourscore yards, and I '41 
hold it out fur a gold merk; what more would ye^ 
have of eye, hand, lead, and gunpowder?' 

< O, no more to be wished, certainly/ said the 
lord keeper; .« but we keep you from your sport, 
Norman* Good morrow, good Norman/ 

And humming his rustic roundelay, the yeoman 
went on. his road, the sound of his rough voice gra- 
dually dying away as the distance betwixt them itr* 
creased. 

The monk must arise when the matins ring, 
The abbot may sleep to their chyme; 

But the yeoman must start when the bugles sing*, 
'Tis time, my hearts, 'tis time. 

There 's bucks and rae b on BiHi ope braes, 

There 's a herd in Shortwood Shaw; 
But a lily white doe in the garden goes, 

She 's fairly worth them a'. 

« Has this fellow/ said the lord keeper, when the 
yeoman's song had died on the wind, < ever served 
the Ravenswood people, that he seems so much in- 
terested in them? I suppose you know, Lucy, for 
you make it a point of conscience to record the spe- 
cial history of every boor about the castle/ 

* 1 am not quite so faithful a chronicler, my dear 
father; but I believe that Norman once served here 
while a boy, and before he went to Ledington, 
whence you hired him. But if you want to know 
any thing of the former family, old Alice is the 
best authority/ 

< And what should I have to do with them, pray, 
Lucy/ said her father, < or with their history or 
accomplishments?' 

'Nay* I do not know, sir; only that you were 
asking questions at Norman about young Ravens- 
Wood/ 

* Pshaw* child!'— replied her fattier, yet ftttuie* 
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diately added, « And who is old Alice? I think you 
know all the old women in the country/ 

«To be sure I do, or how could I help the Did 
creatures when they are in hard times? And as to 
old Alice, she is the very empress of- old women, 
and queen of gossips, so far as legeridery lore is 
concerned. She is blind, poor old soul, but when 
she speaks to you, you would think she has Some 
way of looking into your very heart. I am sure I 
often cover my face, or turn it away, for it seems 
a9 if she saw one change colour, though she has 
been blind these twenty years* She is worth visit- 
ing, were it but to say you have seen a blind and 
paralytic old woman have so much acuteness of 
perception, and dignity of manners, I assure you, 
she might be a countess from her language and be- 
haviour. Come, you must go to Alice; we are not 
a quarter of a mile from her cottage/ 

< AH this, ray dear/ said the lord keeper, « is no 
answer to my question, who this woman is, and 
what is her connexion with the former proprietor's 
family?' 

«0, it was something of a nourice ship, I be- 
lieve; and she remained here, because her two 
grandsons Were engaged in your service. But it 
was against her will, I fancy; for the poor old crea- 
ture is always regretting the change of times and of 
property/ 

« I am much obliged to iter/ answered the lord 
keeper. *Sheand her folks eat my bread and drink 
my cup, and are lamenting all the while Uiat they 
are not still under a family .which never could do 
good, either to themselves or any one else/ 

< Indeed/ replied Lucy, < I am certain you do 
old Alice injustice. She has nothing mercenary 
about her, and would not accept a penny in charity, 
if it were to save her from being starved. She is 
only talkative, like all old folks, when you put 
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f bem upon stories of their youth; and she speaks 
about the Ravenswood people, because she lived 
under them so many years* But I am sure she is 
grateful to you, sir, for your protection, and that 
she would rather speak to you, than to any other 
person in the whole world beside. Do, sir, come 
and see old Alice/ 

And with the freedom of an indulged daughter, 
she dragged the lord keeper in the direction she 
desired* 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Through tops of the high tree* she did destery 
A little smoke, whose vapour, thin and light, 
Reeking aloft, unrolled to the sky, 
Which cheerful sign did send unto her sight, 
That in the same did wonne some living wight 

SFENSEfc. 



Lu€Y acted as her father's guide, for he was too 
much engrossed wifh his political labours, or with 
society, to be perfectly acquainted with his own ex- 
tensive domains* andj moreover, was generally an 
Inhabitant of the city of Edinburgh; and she, on 
the other hand, had, with her mother, resided the 
whole summer in Ravenswood, and, partly from 
taste, partly from want of any other amusement, 
had, by her frequent rambles, learned to know each 
lane, alley, dingle, or bushy dell, 

•And every Hbosky bourae from side to side. 9 

We have said, that the lord keeper was not in- 
different to the beauties of nature, and we must 
add, in justice to him, that lie felt them doubly, 
when pointed out hy the beautiful, simple, and in- 
teresting girl, who, hanging on his ami with filial 
kindness, now called him to admire the size of some 
ancient oak, and now the unexpected turn, where 
the path developing its maze from glen or dingle, 
suddenly reached an eminence commanding an ex- 
tensive view of the plains beneath them, and then 
gradually glided away from the prospect to lose it- 
self among rocksand thickets, and guide to scenes 
of deeper seclusion. 
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It was when pausing on one of those points of ex? 
tensive and commanding view, that Lucy told her 
fkther they were close by the cottage of her blind 
protegee; and on turning from the little hill, a patii 
which led around it, worn by the daily steps of the 
infirm inmate, brought them in sight of the hut* 
which, embosomed in a deep and obscure deft, 
seemed to have been so situated purposely to hear 
a correspondence with the darkened state of its in- 
habitant. 

The cottage was situated immediately under a 
fall rock, which in some measure beetled over it, 
as if threatening to drop some detached fragment 
ffom its brow on the frail tenement beneath. The 
hut itself was constructed of turf and stones, ami 
rudely roofed over with thatch, much of which was 
in a dilapidated condition. The thin blue smoke 
rose from it in a light column, and curled upward 
along the white face of the incumbent rock, giving 
the scene a tint of exquisite softness. In a small 
.and rude garden, surrounded by straggling elder 
bushes, which formed a sort of imperfect hedge, sat 
near to the bee-hives, by the produce of which she 
lived, that f woman old/ whom Lucy bad brought 
her father hither to visit. 

Whatever there had been which was disastrous 
in her fortune— whatever there was miserable in 
her dwelling, it was easy to judge, by the first 
glance, that neither years, poverty /misfortune, nor 
infirmity, had broken the spirit of this remarkable 
woman. 

She occupied a turf-seat, placed under a weeping 
birch of unusual magnitude and age, as Judah is re- 
presented sitting under her palm-tree, with an air 
at once of majesty and of dejection. Her figure was 
tall, commanding, and but little bent by the infir- 
mities of old age. Her dress, though that of a pea- 
sant, was remarkably clean, forming in that par- 
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ticular a strong contrast to those of her rant/and 
was disposed with an intention to ruiatriess, and' 
even to taste, equally unusual. But it was her ex- 
pression of countenance whicft chiefly struck 1 the 
spectator, and induced most persons to address her 
with a degree of deference arid civility very incon- 
sistent with the miserable state of her dwelling; 
and which, nevertheless, she received with that 
easy composure which showed she felt it to Ite her 
due. She had once been beautiful, but her beauty 
had been of a bold and masculine cast, such as does 
not survive the bloom of youth; yet her features 
continued to express strong sense/ deep reflection, 
and a character of sober pride, /which, as we have 
already said of her dress, appeared to argue a con- 
scious superiority to those of her own rank. It 
scarce Beemed possible that a face, deprived of the 
advantage of sight; could have expressed character 
so strongly; but her eyes, whi6h were almost to- 
tally closed, did not, by the display of their sight- 
less orbs, mar the countenance to which they could; 
add nothing. She seemed in a ruminating posture, 
soothed, perhaps, by the murmurs of the busy tribe 
around her, to abstraction, though not to slumber. 
Lucy undid the latch of the little garden gate, and 
solicited the old woman's attention. < My father, 
Alice, is come to see you/ 

< He is welcome, miss Ash ton, and so are you,' 
, said the old woman, turning and inclining her head 

towards her visiters. 

• This is a fine morning for your bee-hives, 
mother, 9 said the lord keeper; who, struck with the 
outward appearance of Alice, was somewhat curi* 
ous to know if her conversation would correspond 
with it. 

< I believe so, my lord,* she repliedj < I feel the air 
breathe milder than of late.* 
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«You do not,* resumed the statesman, 'take 
charge of these bees yourself, mother?— How do 
you manage them?' 

«By delegates, as kings do their subjects/ 
resumed Alice, <and I am fortunate in a prime 
minister— Here, Babie.' 

She whistled on a small silver call which hung 
around her neck, and which at that time was some- 
times used to summon domestics, and Babie, a girl 
of fifteen made her appearance from the hut, not 
altogether so cleanly arrayed as she would probably 
hare been had Alice had the use of her eyes, but 
with a greater air of neatness than was upon the 
whole to have been expected, 

< Babie, 9 said her mistress, ' offer some bread and 
honey to the lord keeper and miss Ashton— they 
will excuse your awkwardness, if you use cleanli- 
ness and despatch/ 

Babie performed her mistress's command with 
the grace which was naturally to have been ex- 
pected, moving to and again in a lobster-like 
gesture, her feet and legs tending one way, while 
her head, turned in a different direction, was fixed 
in wonder upon the laird, who was more frequently 
heard of than seen by his tenants and dependents. 
The bread and honey, however, deposited on a 
plantain leaf, was x offered and accepted in all due 
courtesy. The lord keeper, still keeping the place 
which he had occupied on the decayed trunk of a 
fallen tree, looked as if he wished to prolong the 
interview* but was at a loss how to introduce a 
suitable subject. 

< Youhave been long a resident on this property?' 
he Said, after a pause. 

« It is now nearly, sixty years since I first knew 
Ravenswood,* answered the old dame, whose con- 
versation, though perfectly civil and respectful, 
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seemed cautiously limited to the unavoidable and 
necessary task of replying to sir William. \ 

« You are not* I should judge by your accent, of 
this country originally?' said sir William in conti- 
nuation. . 

< No; I am by birth an English woman. 5 

< Yet you seem attached to this country as if it 
were your own.* 

« It is here/ replied the blind woman, 'that I 
have drank the cup of joy and of sorrow which 
Heaven destined for me— I was here the wife of an 
upright and affectionate husband for more than 
twenty years— I was here the mother of six pro- 
mising children — it was here that God deprived 
me of all these blessings — it was here they died, 
and yonder, _ by yon jroined chapel, they lie all 
touried— I had no country but theirs while they 
lived— I have none but theirs now they are no 
more.* 

<But your house/ said the lord keeper, looking 
at it, Ms miserably ruinous.' 

* Do, my dear father,' said Lucy, eageriy, yet 
bashfully, catching at the hint, < give orders to 
make it better,— that is, if you think it proper.' 

<It will last my time, my dear miss Lucy,' said 
the blind woman; < I would not have my lord give 
himself the least trouble about it.' 

« But,' said Lucy, < you once had a much better 
house, and were rich, and now in your old age to 
live in this hovel!' 

< It is as good as I deserve, miss Lucy; if my 
heart has not broke with what I have suffered, and 
seen others suffer, it must have been strong enough, 
and the rest of this old frame has no right to call 
itself weaker.' 

« Yon have probably witnessed many changes/ 
said the lord keeper; < but your experience must 
have taught you to expect them/ 
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• It has taught me to endure them, my lord/ was 
the reply. 

« Yet you knew that they must needs arrive in 
the course of years?' said the statesman. 

4 Ay; as I know that the stump, on or beside 
which you sit, once a tall and lofty tree, must needs 
one day fail by decay, or by the ax; yet I hoped 
my eyes might not witness the downfall of the tree 
^hich overshadowed my dwelling/ 

< Do not suppose/ said the lord keeper, 'that you 
will lose any interest with me, for looking hack 
With regret to the days when another family pos- 
sessed my estates. You had reason, doubtless, to 
Jove them, and I respect your gratitude. I will order 
some repairs in your cottage, and I hope we shall 
live to be friends when we know each other better/ 

/Those of my age/ returned the dame, * make 
no new friends. I thank you for your bounty— it is. 
well intended undoubtedly; but I have all I want, 
and I cannot accept more at your lordship's hands/ 

« Well then/ continued the lord keeper, « at least 
allow me to say, that I look upon you as a woman 
of sense and education beyond your appearance, 
and that I hope you will continue to reside on this 
property of mine rent-free for your life/ 

< I hope I shall/ said the old dame, composedly; 
* I believe that was made an article in the sale of 
Eavenswood to your lordship, though such a tri- 
pling circumstance may have escaped your recol- 
lection/ 

f I remember-— I recollect/ said his lordship, 
aomewhat confused. «I perceive you are too much 
attached to your old friends to accept any benefit 
from their successor/ 

'Far from it, my lord; I am grateful for the 
benefits which I decline, and I wish I could pay 
you for offering them better than what I am how 
about to say/ The lord keeper looked at her in 
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'some surprise, but said not a word, f My lord/ she 
continued, in an impressive and solemn tone, < take 
€are what you do; you - are on the brink of a preci- 
pice.' 

« Indeed/ said the lord keeper, his mind reverting 
to the political circumstances of the Country, « Hate 
any thing come to your knowledge— -any plot or 
xonspiracy?' 

<No, my lord; those who traffic in such commo- 
dities do not call into their councils the old, blind*, 
and infirm. My warning is of another kind. You 
have driven matters hard with the house of Ravens** 
wood. Believe a true tale— they are a fierce house, 
and there is danger in dealing with men when they 
become desperate.' 

♦Tusli,' answered the keeper; < what has been 
between us has been the work of the law, not my 
doing; and to the law they must look, if they would 
impugn my proceedings.' 

' « Ay, but they may think otherwise, and take the 
taw into their own hand, when tney fail of other 
means of redress.' 

« What mean you?' said the lord keeper. « Young 
Ravenswood would not have recourse to personal 
violence?' ; 

« God forbid I should say so; I know nothing of 
the youth but what is honourable and open- 
honourable and open, said I?— I should have added, 
free, generous, noble. But he is still a Ravenswood, 
and may bide his time. Remember the fate of sir 
George Locfehart/* 

* President of the court of session. He was pistolled in the 
* high street of Edinburgh, by John Chiesley, of Dairy, in the 
year 1689. The revenge of this desperate man was stimulated 
by an opinion, that he had sustained injustice iri a decreet- 
arbitral pronounced by the president, assigning an alimentary 
provision of about 93/. in favour of his wife and children. 
He is said at; first to have designed to shoot thejudge while 
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The lord keeper started as she called to his re- 
collection a tragedy so deep and so recent. The old 
woman proceeded, < Chiesley, who did the deed, 
was a relative of lord Raveiiswood. In the ball of 
Ravenswood, in my presence, and in that of others, 
he avowed publicly his determination to do the 
cruelty which he afterwards committed* I could not 
keep silence, though to speak it ill became my sta- 
tion. "You are devising a dreadful crime," I said, 
« for which you must reckon before the judgment 
seat." Never shall I forget bis look, as be replied, 
« I must reckon then for many things, and will 
reckon for this also." Therefore I may well say 
beware of -pressing a desperate roan with the band 
of authority. There is blood of Chiesley in the 
veins of Ravens wood, and one drop of it were 
enough to fire him in the. circumstances in which 
be is placed— -I say beware of htm.' 

The old dame had, either intentionally or by 
accident, harped aright the fear of the lord keeper*. 
The desperate and dark resource of private assas- 
sination, so familiar to a Scotish baron in former 

attending upon divine worship, bat was diverted by some 
feeling concerning the sanctity of the place. After the con* 
gregation was dismissed, he dogged his victim as far as the 
bead of the close on the south side of the Lawn-market, in 
which the president's house was situated, and shot him dead 
ma he was about to enter it. This act was done in the presence . 
of numerous spectators. The assassin made no attempt to 
fly, but boasted of the deed, saving, 'I have taught the pre* 
sident how to do justice. 9 He had at least given him fair 
warning, as Jack Cade says on a similar occasion. The mur- 
derer, after undergoing the torture, by a special act of the 
Estates of parliament, was tried before the lord provost of 
Edinburgh, as high sheriff, and condemned to be dragged 
on a irurdle to the place of execution, to have his right band 
atruek off while- he yet lived, and finally to be hung on the 
gallows with the pistol wherewith he shot the president tied 
round bis neck. This execution took place on the 3d April, 
J689; and the incident was long remembered as a dreadful 
Instance of what the law books call the perfermdum genixm 
S&torum* 
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times, had even in the present age been too frequently 
resorted to under the pressure of unusual tempta- 
tion, or where the mind of the actor was prepared 
for such a crime. Sir William Ashton was aware 
of this; as also that young Ravenswood had received 
injuries sufficient to prompt him to that sort of re- 
venge, which becomes a frequent though fearful 
consequence of the partial administration of justice. 
He endeavoured to disguise from Alice the nature 
of the apprehensions which he entertained, but so 
ineffectually, that a person even of less penetration 
than nature had endowed her with, must necessa- 
rily have been aware that the subject lay near bis 
bosom. His voice was changed in its accent as he 
replied to her, that the master of Ravenswood was a 
man of honour; and, were it otherwise, that the 
fate of Chiesley of Dairy Was a sufficient warning 
to any one who should dare to assume the office of 
avenger of his own imaginary wrongs. And having 
hastily uttered these expressions, he rose and left 
the place without waiting for a reply* 
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CHAPTER IV. 



Is she a Capulet? 



O dear account! my life is my fp^'s debt. 

Shakspeare., 



The lord keeper walked for nearly a quarter of 
a mile in profound silence. His daughter, naturally 
timid, and bred up in those ideas of filial awe and 
implicit obedience which were inculcated upon the 
youth of that period, did not venture to interrupt 
Lis meditations. 

*Why do you look so pale, Lucy?' said her fa- 
ther, turning suddenly round and breaking silence. 

According to the ideas of f the time, which did 
Apt permit a young woman to offer her sentiments 
on any subject of importance, unless especially re- 
quired to do so, Lucy was bound to appear ignorant 
of the meaning of all that had passed betwixt 'Alice 
and her father, and imputed the emotion he had 
observed to the fear of the wild cattle which 'grazed 
in that part of the extensive chase through which 
they were now walking. 

Of these animals, the descendents* of the savage 
herds which anciently roamed free in the Caledo- 
nian forests, it was formerly a point of state to pre- 
serve a few in the parks of the Scotish nobility. 
Specimens continued within the memory of man to 
be kept at least at three houses of distinction, 
namely, Hamilton, Drumlanrick, and Cumber- 
nauld. They had degenerated from the ancient race 
in size and strength, if we are to judge from the 
accounts of old chronicles, and from the formidable 
remains frequently discovered in begs and morasses 
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when. drained and kid open. The bull had lost tbe 
shaggy honours of his mane, and the race was 
small and light made, in colour a dingy white, or 
rather a pale yellow, with black horns and hoofs. 
They retained, however, in some measure, the fe- 
rocity of their ancestry, could not be domesticated 
on account of their antipathy to the human race, 
and were often dangerous if approached unguard- 
edly, or wantonly disturbed. It was this last reason 
which has occasioned their being extirpated at the 
places we have mentioned, where probably they 
would otherwise have been retained as appropriate 
inhabitants of a Scotish woodland, and fit tenants 
for a baronial forest, A few, if I mistake not, are 
still preserved at Chillingham castle, in Northum- 
berland, the seat of the earl of TankervHle. 

It was to her finding herself in the vicinity of a 
group of three or four of tiieee^airiinaisr, that Lucy 
thought proper to impute those signs of fear, Which 
had arisen in her countenance for a different reason. 
For she had heen familiarized with the appearance 
of the wild cattle, during her walks in the chase; 
and it was not then, as now, a necessary part of a 
young lady's education, to indulge in causeless tre- 
mors of the nerves. On the present occasion, how* 
eyer, she speedily found cause for real terror* 

Lucy had scarcely replied to her father in the 
words we have mentioned, and he- was just about to 
rebuke her supposed timidity, when a hull, stimu- 
lated either by the scarlet colour of miss Ashton's 
mantle* or by ^>neoC those jits of capricious ferocity 
to which their dispositions are liable, detached him- 
self suddenly from the group which wad feeding at 
the upper extremity of a grassy glade, that seemed 
to lose itself among the crossing and entangled 
boughs* The animal approached the intn^erd on 
his pasture ground, at Afef slowly, pawing the 
ground with bis hoof, bellowing from time to time, 
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and tearing up the sand with his boras, as if to lash 
himself up to rage and violence. 

The lord keeper, who observed the animal's de- 
meanour, was aware that he was about to become 
mischievous, and, drawing his daughter's arm un- 
der bis own, began to walk fast along the avenue, 
in hopes to get out of his right and his reach. This 
was the most injudicious course be could have 
adopted, for encouraged by the appearance of flight, 
the.bull began to pursue them at full speed* Assail* 
ed by a danger so imminent, firmer courage than 
that of the lord keeper might have given way. 
But paternal tenderness, .« love strong as death,' 
supported him. He continued to support and drag 
onward his daughter, until, hef fears altogether de- 
priving her of the power of flight, she sunk down 
by his side; and when l^^ 

to escape, he turned round and placed himself be- 
twixt her and the raging animal, which advancing 
in full career, its brutal fury enhanced by the ra- 
pidity of the pursuit, was now within a few yards 
of them. The lord keeper had no weapons; his age 
and gravity dispensed even with the usual appen* 
dage of a walking sword,— could such appendage 
Jiave availed him any thing. 

It seemed inevitable that the father or daughter, 
or both, should have fallen victims to the impend* 
ing danger, when a shot from the neighbouring 
thicket arrested the progress of the animal. He 
#as so truly struck between the junction of the 
spine with the skull, that the wound, which in any 
other part of his body might scarce have impeded 
his career, proved instantly fatal. Stumbling for- 
ward with a hideous bellow, the progressive force 
of his previous motion, rather than any operation 
.of his limbs, carried him up to within three yards 
of the astonished lord keeper, where he rolled on 
Oue ground, his limbs darkened with the black 
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death sweat, and quivering with the last convul- 
sions of muscular motion. 

Lucy )ay senseless on the ground, insensible of 
the wonderful deliverance which she had expe- 
rienced. Her father was almost equally stupified, 
60 rapid and so unexpected had be£n the transition 
from the horrid death which seemed inevitable, to 
perfect security. He gazed on the animal, terrible 
even in death, with a species of route and confused 
astonishment, which did not permit him distinctly 
to understand what had taken place; and so inac- 
curate was his consciousness of what had passed, 
that he might have supposed the bull had been ar- 
rested in its career by a thunderbolt, had he not ob- 
served among the branches of the thicket the figure 
of a man, with a short gun or musquetoon in bis 
hand. 

This instantly recalled him to a sense of their 
situation — a glance at his daughter reminded him 
of the necessity of procuring her assistance. He 
called to the man, whom he concluded to be one of 
his foresters, to give immediate attention to miss 
Ashton, while he himself hastened to call assistance. 
The huntsman approached them accordingly, and 
the lord keeper saw he was a stranger, but was too 
much agitated to make any farther remarks* In a 
few hurried words, he directed the shooter, as 
stronger and more active than himself, to carry 
the young lady to a neighbouring fountain, while 
he went back to Alice's hnt to procure more aid. 

The man to' whose timely interference they had 
been so much indebted, did not seem Inclined to 
leave his good work half finished. He raised Lucy 
from the ground in his arms, and conveying her 
through the glades of the forest by paths with which 
he seemed well acquainted, stopped not until belaid 
ber in safety by the side of a plentiful and pellucid 
fountain, which bad been once covered in, screened 
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and decorated with' architectural ornaments of a 
gothic character. But now the vault which had co- 
vered it being broken down and riven, and the., 
gothic front ruined and demolished, the stream 
burst forth from the recess of the earth in open 
day, and winded its way among the broken sculp- 
ture and moss-grown stones which lay in confusion 
around its source. J 

Tradition, always busy, at least in Scotland, to 
grace with a legendary tale a spot in, itself inte- 
resting, had ascribed a cause of peculiar veneration 
to this fountain. A beautiful young lady met one 
of the lords of Ravenswood while hunting neat this 
spot, and, like a second Egeria, had captivated the 
affections of the feudal Numa. They met frequent- 
ly afterwards, and always at sunset, the charm? of 
the nymph's mind completing the conquest which 
her beauty had begun, and the mystery of the in-, 
trigue adding zest to both. She always appeared 
and disappeared dose by the fountain, with which, 
therefore* her lover judged she had some inexplica- 
ble connexion. Sbe placed certain restrictions on 
their intercourse, which also savoured of mastery. 
They met only once a week, Friday was the ap- 
pointed day, and she explained to the lord of Ra- 
venswood, that they were under the necessity of 
separating so soon as the bell of a chapel, belonging 
to a hermitage in the adjoining wood, no# long 
ruinous, tolled the hour of vespers. In the course 
of his confession, the baron of Ravenswood entrust- 
ed the hermit with the secret of this singular 
antour, and father Zachary drew the necessary and 
obvious consequence, that his patron was enveloped 
in the toils of Satan, and in danger of destruction 
both to body and soul. He urged these perils to the 
baron with all the force of monkish rhetoric, and 
described, in the most frightful colours, the real 
character and person of the apparently lovely 
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Naiad, whom he hesitated not to denounce as a limb 
of the kingdom of darkness. The lover listened 
with obstinate incredulity; and it was not until worn 
out by the obstinacy of the anchoret, that he con- 
sented to put the state and condition of his mistress 
to a certain trial, and for that purpose acquiesced 
in Zachary's proposal, that on their next interview 
the vesper's bell should be rung half an hour later 
than usual. The hermit maintained and bucklered 
lire opinion, by quotations from Malleus Malefi- 
carum 9 Sprengcrus, Remigius, and other learned 
d»mormlogists, that the evil one* thus seduced to 
remain behind the appointed hour, would assume 
her true shape, and having appeared to her terrified 
lover as a fiend of hell, Would Vanish from him in 
a flash of sulphureous lightning. Raymond of Ra~ 
venswood acquiesced in the experiment, not incuri- 
ous concerning the issue, though confident it Would 
disappoint the expectations of the hermit. 

On the appointed hour the lovers met, and their . 
interview was protracted beyond that at which they 
usually parted, by the delay of the priest to ring 
his usual curfew. No change took place upon the 
nymph's outward form;, but as soon as the lengthen* 
ing shadows made her aware that the usual hour of 
the vesper chime was passed, she tore herself from 
her lover's arms with a shriek of despair, bid him 
adieu for ever, and plunging into the fountain, dis- 
appeared from his eyes. The bubbles occasioned by 
her descent were crimsoned With blood as they 
a?ose, leading the distracted baron to infer, that 
his ill-judged curiosity had occasioned the death of 
this interesting and mysterious being. The remorse 
which he felt, as well as the recollection of her 
charms, proved the penance of his future life, which 
he lost in the battle of Flodden not many months 
after. But, in memory of his Naiad, be had pre* 
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viously ornamented the fbuntnin in whidi eta 
appeared to reside, and secured its waters, from 
profanatien or pollution, by the small vaulted build- 
ing of which the fragments stiH remained scattered 
around it* From this period the house of Ravens- 
wood was supposed to have dated its decay. 

Such was the generally received legeTMl, which 
some, who would Seem wiser than the vulgar, ex- 
plained, as obscurely intimating the fate of a beau* 
tiful maid of plebeian rank, the mistress of this 
Raymond, whom he slew in a fit of jealousy, and 
whose blood was mingled with the waters of the 
locked fountain, as it was commonly called* Others 
imagined that the tale had a more remote origin in 
the ancient heathen mythology. All however agreed, 
that the spot was fatal to the Ravenswood family; 
and that to drink of the waters of the well, or even 
approach its brink, was as ominous to a descendant 
of that house, as for ia Grahame to wear green, a 
Bruce to kill a spider, or a St. Clair to cross the 
Ord on a Monday. 

It was on this ominous spot that Lucy Ashton 
first drew breath after her long and almost deadly 
swoon. Beautiful and pale as the fabulous Naiad in 
the last agony of separation from her lover, she 
was seated so as to rest with her back against a 
part of the ruined wall, While her mantle, dripping 
with the water which her protector had used pro- 
fusely to reed her senses, clung to her slender and 
beautifully proportioned form. * * 

The first moment of recollection brought to her 
knind the danger which had overpowered hei* 
senses*-4he next called to remembrance that of her 
father. She looked around— he was 410 where to be 
seen— * My father— my father!' was all that she 
could ejaculate. 

>Sir William is safe, 5 answered the Voice of a 
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stranger—* perfectly safe, and wilt be with you in- 
stantly/ 

'Are you sure of that?*' exclaimed Lucy — <the 
bull was close by us— do not stop me— I must go 
to seek my father. 9 

And she arose with that purpose; but her strength 
was so much exhausted, that for from possessing 
the power to execute her purpose, she must have 
fallen against the stone on which she had leant, 
probably not without sustaining serious injury. 

The stranger was so near to her, that, without 
actually suffering her to fall, he could not avoid 
eatching her in his arms, which, however, he did 
with a momentary reluctance, very unusual when 
youth interposes to prevent beauty from danger. 
It seemed as if her weight, slight as it was, proved 
too heavy for her young and athletic assistant, for* 
without feeling the temptation of detaining her in his 
arms even for a single instant, he again placed her 
on the stone from which she had risen, and retreat- 
ing a few steps, repeated hastily, * Sir William 
Aakton is perfectly safe, and will be here instantly. 
Do not make yourself anxious on his account- 
Fate has singularly preserved him — You madam, 
are exhausted, and must not think of rising until 
you have some assistance, more suitable than mine/ 

Lucy, whose senses were by this time more ef- 
fectually collected, was naturally led to look at the 
stranger with attention. There was nothing in his 
appearance which should have rendered him uii- 
wtiiingto offer his arm to a young lady who required 
support, or which could have induced her to refuse 
his assistance; and she could not help thinking, 
even in that moment, that he seemed cold and re- 
luctant to offer it. A shooting dress of dark cloth, 
intimated the rank of the wearer, though concealed 
in part by a large and loose cloak of a dark brawn 
colour- A Montero cap, and a black feather droop- 
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ed over the wearer's brow, and partly concealed 
his features, which, so far as seen, were dark, 
regular, and full of majestic, though somewhat 
sullen, expression. Some secret sorrow, or the 
brooding spirit of some moody passion, had quench- 
ed the light and ingenious vivacity of youth in a 
countenance singularly fitted to display both, and it 
was not easy to gaze on the stranger without a 
secret impression either of pity or awe, or at least 
of doubt and curiosity allied to both. 

The impression which' we have necessarily been 
long in describing, Lucy felt in the glance of a 
ipoment, and had no sooner encountered the keen 
black eyes of the stranger, ^han her own were bent 
on the ground with a mixture of bashful embar- 
rassment and fear. Yet there was a necessity to 
speak, or at least she thought so, and in a flut- 
tered accent she began to mention her wonderful 
eseape, jn which she was sure that the stranger 
must, under heaven, have been her father's pro- 
tector and her own. 

, He seemed to shrink from her expressions of 
gratitude, while he replied abruptly, « I leave you, 
madam;' the deep melody of his voice rendered 
powerful, but not harsh, by something like a severi- 
ty of tope— < I leave you to the protection of those 
to whom it Is possible you may have been this day 
a guardian angel/ 

. Lucy was surprised at the ambiguity of his lan- 
guage, and, with a feel of artless and unaffected 
gratitude, began to deprecate the idea of having 
intended to give her deliverer any offence; as if 
such a thing had been possible* ' I have been un- 
fortunate,* she said, « in endeavouring to express, 
my thanks— I am sure it must be so, though I 
cannot recollect what 4 said— but would you but 
stay till my father— till the lord keeper comes— 
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would you only permit him to pay you his thanks, 
and to inquire your name?* 

<My name is unnecessary / answered the stran- 
ger; * your father — I would rather say sir William 
Ashton — will learn it soon enough, for all the plea- 
sure it is likely to afford him.' 

«Yoii mistake him/ said Lucy earnestly, 'he 
Mill be grateful for my sake and for his own. You 
do not know my father, or you |are deceiving me 
with a story of his safety, when he has already 
Tallen a victim to the fury of that animal/ 

When she had caught this idea, she started from 
the ground, and endeavoured to press towards the 
avenue in which the accident had taken place, while 
the stranger, though he seemed to hesitate between 
the desire to assist and the wish to leave her, was 
obliged, in common humanity, to oppose her both 
t>y entreaty and action. 

« On the word of a gentleman, madam, I tell you 
the truth; your father is in perfect safety; you wiU 
expose yourself to injury if you venture back where 
the herd of wild cattle grazed— If yon will go'— 
for, having once adopted the idea that her father 
was still in danger, she pressed forward in spite of 
him-—* if you will go, accept my arm, though I am 
not perhaps the person "who can with inost propriety 
offer you support/ 

But, without heeding this intimation, Lucy took 
him at Iris word. « O if you be a man/ she said— 
<if you be a gentleman, assist me to find tny fa- 
ther— You shall not leave tne— you must go with 
hie — he is dying perhaps while we are talking 
here/ 

Then, without listening to excuse or apology, 
and holding fast by the stranger's arm, though un- 
conscious of any thing save the support which it 
gave, and without Which she could not have moved, 
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mixed with a vague feeling of preventing his escape 
fi*om her, she W»s urging, and almost dragging 
him forward, wheu sir William Ashtijn came up, 
followed by the female attendant of blind Alice* 
and by two woodcutters, whom he had summoned! 
from their occupation to hid assistance* His joy at 
seeing his daughter safe, overcame the surprise 
with which he would at another time have beheld 
her hanging as familiarly on the arm of a stranger* 
as she might have done upon his own, 

«Lucy* my dear Lucy, are you safe?— are you 
well?' were the only words that broke from him as 
he embraced her in ecstacy. 

4 1 am well sir, thank God, and still more that I 
see you so;— but this gentleman,' she saidj quitting 
his arm, and shrinking from him, * what must he 
think of me?' and her eloquent blood, flushing over 
neck and brow, spoke how much she was ashamed 
of the freedom with which she had craved* and even 
compelled his assistance, 

*Thrs gentleman,' said sir William Ash ton, <wil 
I trust, not regret the trouble we have given him, 
when 1 assure him of the gratitude of the lord 
keeper for the greatest service which one man ever 
rendered to another — for the life of my child-— for 
my own life, which he has saved by his bravery and 
presence of mind. He will, I am sure, permit us to 
request—' 

•Request nothing of me, my lord,' said the 
stranger, in a stern and peremptory tone; il am 
the masjer of Ravenswopd.* 

There was a dead pause of surprise* not unmixed 
with less pleasing feelings. The master wrapt him- 
self in his cloak, made a haughty inclination towards 
Lucy, muttering a few words of courtesy, as indis- 
tinctly heard as they, seemed to be reluctantly 
uttered, r and turning from them was immediately 
lost in the thicket 
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« The master of Rnvenswood!' said the lord kevp-t 
er, when he had recovered his momentary astonishr 
ment* « Hasten alter him— stop bita — beg him t& 
Speak to me for a single moment/ 

The two foresters accordingly set off in pursuit 
of the stranger. They speedily returned, and, in Hn 
embarrassed and awkward manner, said the gentle> 
wan would not return. The lord keeper took one 
of the fellows aside, and questioned him morte 
closely what the master of Ravenswood had said. 

< He: just said he wadna come bark,' said tfte 
man, with the caution of a prudent Scotchman, 
who cared not to be the bearer of ail unpleasant 
errand* 

« He said something more, sir,' said the lord 
keeper, « and I insist on knowing what it was/ 

* Why, then, my lord,* said the man, looking 
down, « lie said-— but it wad be«ae pleasure to yolir 
lordship to hear it, for I dare say the master meant 
nae ill.' 

« That *s none of your concern* sir$ I desire to 
heai? the very words/ 

« Wecl then/ replied the man, * he said, tell sir 
William Ashton, that the next time he and I for* 
gather, he will not be halfsae blythe of our meeting 
as: of our parting.' 

* Very wellf sir,' said the lord keeper, «I believe 
he alludes to a wager we have on our hawks— it is 
a matter of no consequence.* 

He turned to his daughter, who was by this time 
so much recovered as to he able to walk home. But 
the effect which the various recollections, connected 
with a scene so terrific, made upon a mind which 
was susceptible in an extreme degree, w T as more 
permanent than the injury which her nerves had 
sustained. Visions of terror, both in sleep and in 
making reveries, recalled to her the form of the fu- 
rious animal, and the dreadful bellow with which 
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he accompanied life career, and it was always the 
image of the master of Raventfwood, with his na- 
tive nobleness of countenance and form, that deem-' 
cd to interpose betwixt her and assured death. It 
is, perhaps, at all times dangerous for a young per- 
son to suffer recollection to dwell repeatedly, and 
with too much complacence, on the same individual; 
hut in Lucy's situation it was almost unavoidable, 
Sfte had never happened to see a young man of 
mien and features so romantic and so striking as 
young Raven&wood-j but had she seen an hundred 
iris equals or Ids superiors in those particulars, no 
one else could have been linked to her heart by the 
strong associations of remembered danger and es- 
cape, of gratitude, wonder, and curiosity. I say 
curiosity, for it is likely that the singularly re- 
strained and unaccommodating manners of the mas- 
ter of Rstvenswood, so much at variance with the 
natural expression of his features and grace of his 
deportment, as they excited wonder by the contrast, 
had their effect in rivetting her attention to the re- 
collection. She knew little of Ravenswood, or the 
disputes which had existed betwixt her father and 
his, and perhaps could in her gentleness of mind 
hardly have comprehended the angry and bitter 
passions which they had engendered. But she kneW 
that he was come of noble stem; was poor, though 
descended from the noble and the wealthy; and she 
felt that she could sympathize with the feelings of 
a proud mind, which urged him to recoil from the 
proffered gratitude of the new proprietors of life 
fathers house and domains. Would he have equally 
shunned their acknowledgments and avoided their 
intimacy, had her father's request been urged more 
mildly, less abruptly, and softened with the grare 
which women so well know how to throw into their 
manner, when they mean to meditate betwixt the 
headlong passions of the ruder sex? This was a peril. 
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ous question to ask her own mind— perilous both 
in the idea and in its consequences. 

-Lucy Ashton, in short, was involved in those 
mazes of the imagination which are most dangerous 
to the young and the sensitive. Time, it is true, 
absence, change of place and of face, might proba- 
bly have destroyed the illusion in her instance as it 
has done in many others; but ber residence re* 
mnined solitary, and her mind without those means 
of dissipating ber pleasing visions. This solitude 
was chiefly owing to the absence of lady Ashton, 
who was at this time in Edinburgh, watching the 
progress of some sta*e«intrigue; the lord keeper 
only received society out of policy or ostentation, 
and was by nature rather reserved and unsociable; 
and thus no cavalier appeared to rival or to ob- 
scure the ideal picture of chivalrous excellence 
which Lucy had pictured to hef%elf in the master of 
Ravenswood. 

While Lucy indulged in these dreams, she made 
frequent visits to old blind Alice, hoping it would 
be easy to lead her to talk on the subject, winch at 
present she had imprudently admitted to occupy so 
large a portion of her thoughts. But Alice did not 
in this particular gratify her wishes and expecta- 
tions. She spoke readily, and with pathetic feeling, 
concerning the family in general, bijt seemed to ob- 
serve an especial and cautious silence on the sub- 
ject of the present representative. The little she said 
of him was not altogether so favourable as Lucy 
had anticipated. She hinted that he was of a stem 
and unforgiving character, more ready to resent 
than to pardon injuries; and Lucy combined with 
great alarm the bints which she now dropped of 
these dangerous qualities, with Alice's advice to her 
taller, so emphatically given, « to beware of Ra- 
venswpod. , 

But that very Ravenswood, of whom such unjust 
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suspicions had been entertained, had, almost imme- 
diately after they had been uttered, confuted them 
by saving at once her father's life and her own. 
Had he nourished such black revenge as Alice's 
dark hints seemed to indicate, no deed of active 
guilt was necessary to the full gratification of that 
evil passion. He needed but to have withheld for an 
instant his indispensable and effective assistance, 
and the object of his resentment must have perish- 
ed, without any direct aggression on his part, by a 
death equally fearful and certain. She conceived, 
therefore, that some seerct prejudice, or the sus- 
picious incident to age and misfortune, had led 
Alice to form conclusions injurious to the charac- 
ter, and irreeonciieble both with the generous con- 
duct and noble features of the master of Havens* 
wood. And in this belief Lucy reposed her hope, 
and went on weaving her enchanted web of fairy 
tissue, as beautiful and transient as the film of the 
gossamer, when it is pearled with the morning dew, 
and glimmering to the morning sun. 

Her father, in the meanwhile, as well as the 
master of Ravenswood, were making reflections, as 
frequent, though more solid than those of Lucy, 
upon the singular event which had taken place; His 
first task, when he returned home, was to ascertain 
by medical assistance that his daughter had sus- 
tained no injury from the dangerous and alarming 
situation in which she had been placed. Satisfied on 
this topic, he proceeded to revise the memoranda 
which he had taken down from the mouth of the 
person employed to interrupt the funeral service of 
the late lord Ravenswood. Bred to casuistry, and 
well accustomed to practise the ambi-dextcr inge- 
nuity of the bar* it cost him little trouble to soften 
the features of the tumult which tie had been atfirst 
so anxious to exaggerate. He preached to bis col- 
leagues of the privy council, the necessity of using 
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Conciliating measures wjth young men whose blood 
and temper wer$ bet* and their experience of life 
limited. He did «ot hesitate to attribute some cen- 
sure to the conduct of the officer, as having been 
unnecessarily irritating* 

These were the con tent 3 of his public despatches* 
The totters whtchhe wrote to those private friends 
into whose management the matter was like to fall, 
were of a yet more favourable tenor. He represent- 
ed that lenity in this case would be equally politic 
and popular, whereas, coirewlering the high respect 
with which the rites of interment are regarded in 
Scotland, any severity exercised against the master 
of Ravens wood for protecting those of his father 
from interruption, would be on all sides most un- 
favourably construed. And, finally, assuming the 
language of a generous and high-spirited man, he 
made it his particular request that this affair should 
he passed over without severe notice. He alluded 
with delicacy to the predicament in which he him- 
self stood with young Ravens wood, as having suc- 
ceeded in the. long train of litigation by which the 
fortunes of that noble house had been so much re- 
duced, and confessed it would bo most peculiarly 
acceptable to his own feelings, could he find means 
iu some sort to counterbalance the disadvantages 
which he;had occasioned the family, though ordy in 
the prosecution of his just and lawful rights. He 
therefore made it his particular and personal re- 
-quest that the 'matter should have no further con* 
sequences, and insinuated a desire that be himself 
should have the merit of having put a stop to it by 
his favourable report and intercession. It was par- 
ticularly remarkable, that, contrary to his uniform 
practice, he made no special communication to lady 
Ashton upon thesubject of the tumult; and although 
he mentioned the alarm which Lucy had received 
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from one of the wild cattle, yet he gave no detailed 
account of an incident so interesting and terrible. 

There was much surprise among sir William 
AshUm's political friends and colleagues on receiv- 
ing letters of a tenor so unexpected. On comparing 
notes together, one smiled, one put up his eye»bt*ow?, 
a third nodded acquiescence in the general wonder, 
and a fourth asked, if they were sure these w^re all 
the letters the lord keeper had written on the sub- 
ject. * It runs strangely in my mind, my lords, 
that none of these advices contain the root oftjie 
matter/ 

But no secret letters of a contrary nature had 
been received, although the question seemed to im- 
ply the possibility of their existence. 

« Well,? said an old gray-headed statesman, who 
had contrived, by shifting and trimming, to main- 
tain his post Ht the steerage through all the changes 
of course which the vessel had held for thirt/years, 
'I thought sir William would hae verified the auld 
Scotish saying, « as soon comes the lamb's skin to 
market as the auld tup's*" 9 

f We must please him after his own fashion, 9 said 
another, > though it be an unlooked-for one. 

* A wilful man maun hae his way, '< answered the 
old counsellor. ,. 

•The keeper will rue this before year and day 
$re out,' said a third; 'the master of Ravens wood 
is the lad to wind him a pirn. 9 

'Why, what would you do, my lords, with the 
poor young fellow? 9 said a noble marquis present; 
< the lord keeper has got all his estates— he has not 
a cross to bless himself ^vitb. 9 

On which the ancient lord Turntippet replied, 

. " 'If he hasna gear to fine, 

He has shins to pine— 

and that was our way before the revolution— Zuitur 
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turn persona, qui luere nan potest cum erumena*— 
Hegb, my lords, that *s gude Jaw Latin.' 

«! can see no motive/ replied the marquis, 'that 
any noble lord can have for urging this matter far- 
ther; let the lord keeper have the power to deal in 
it as he pleases/ 

♦Agree, agree— remit to the lord keeper, with 
any other person for fashion's sake-— lord Hirple- 
hooly, who is bed-ridden— one to be a quorum- 
Make your entry in the minutes, Mr. Clerk.— And 
now, my lords, there is that young scattergood, the 
laird of Bucklaw's fine to be disponed upon— I sup- 
pose it goes to my lord treasurer/ 

'^Shame be in my meal-poke then, 1 exclaimed lord 
Turntippet, 'and your hand aye in the nook of it. 
I had set that down for a bye bit between meals for 
mysel.' 

«To use one of your favourite saws, my lord, re- 
plied the marquis, *you are like the miller's dog, 
that licks his lips before the bag ig untied— the man 
is not fined yrt/ 

'But that costs but twa skarts of a pen,' said lord 
Turntippet; (and surely there is nae noble lord that 
will presume to say, that I, wha hae complied wi' a 9 
compliances, tane all matter of tests, abjured all 
that was to be abjured, and sworn a 9 that was to be 
sworn, for "these thirty years by-past, sticking fast 
by my duty to the state through good report and 
tad report, should na hae something now and then 
to synde my mouth wi* after sic drouthy wark.' 

«It would be very unreasonable indeed, my lord/ 
replied the marquis, * had we either thought that 
your lordship's draught was quenchable, or observ- 
ed any thing stick in your throat that required 
washing down.' 

And so we close the scene on the privy-council 
of that period. 

VOL. I, G 
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CHAFrER V. 

For this a»e all these warriora come. 
To hear an idle tale; * 

And o'er our death*accustomed arms % 
Shall silly tears prevail? . 

On the evening of the day when the lord keeper 
and his daughter were saved from such imminent 
peril, two strangers were seated in the most private 
apartment of a small obscure inn, or rather ale- 
house, called the Tod's Den, About three or four 
miles from the castle of Ravenswood, and as far 
from the ruinous tower of WolPs Crag, betwixt 
which two places it was situated, 

> One of these strangers was -about forty years of 
age, tall, and thin in the flanks, with an aquiline 
nose, dark penetrating eyes, and a shrewd but sin- 
ister cast of countenance. The other was about fif- 
teen years younger, short, stout, ruddy faced, and 
red-hatred, with an open, resolute, and cheerful eye^ 
to which careless and fearless freedom, and inward * 
daring, gave fire and expression, notwithstanding 
its light gray colour. A stoup of wine, for in those 
days \t was served out from the cask in pewter fla- 
gons, was placed on the table, and each had hi* 
quaigh or bicker* before him/ But there was little 
appearance of conviviality. With folded arms, and 
looks of anxious expectation, they eyed each other 
in silence, each wrapt in his own thoughts, and 
holding no communication with his neighbour* 

* Drinking cups, of different sizes, made out of staves 
hooped together. The quaigh was used chiefly for drinking 
wine or brandy; it might hold about a gill, and was often com- 
posed of rare wood, and curiously ornamented with silver. 
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At length the younger broke silence by exclaim- 
ing, < What foul fiend can detain the master so long? 
he must have miscarried in his enterprize. — -Why 
4lid you dissuade me from going with him?* 

'One-man is enough to right his own wrong/ 
said the taller and older personage; < we venture our 
lives for him in coming thus far on such an errand.* 

«You are but a craven after all, Craigengelt/ 
answered the younger, .« arid that 's what many folks 
have thought you before now.' 

< But what none has dared to tell me,' said Craig- 
engelt, laying his hand on the hilt of his sword; 
f and, but that I hold a hasty man no better tfaati a 
fool, I would* —he paused for his companion's an- 
swer. 

< Would you?' said the other coolly; 'and why do 
you riot then?' 

Craigengelt drew his cutlass an inch or two, and 
then returned it with violence into the scabbard — 
'Because there is a deeper stake than the lives of 
twenty hair-brained gowks like you/ 

«You are right there/ said his companion, 'for if 
it were not that these forfeitures, and that last fine 
that the old driveller Turntippet is gaping for, and 
which, I dare say, is laid on by this time, have fairly 
driven me out of house, and I were a coxcomb and 
a cuckoo to boot, to trust your fair promises of get- 
ting tne a commission in the Irish brigade,— what 
have I to do with the Irish brigade? I am a plain 
Scotchman, as my father was before me; and my 
grand aunt, lady Girnington, cannot live for ever/ 

<Ay,Bucklaw/ observed Craigengelt, < but she 
may live for many a long day; and for your father, 
he had land and living, kept himself close from 
wadsetters and money-lenders, paid each man his 
due, and lived on his own.' 

« And whose fault is it that I have not so too?* 
saUl Bucklaw— < whose but the devil's and your'Sr, 
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and such like as you, that hare ted me to the far 
end of a fair estate; and now I shall be obliged, I 
suppose, to shelter and shift about like yourselt— 
live one week upon a line of secret intelligence 
from Saint Germains — another upon a report of a 
rising in the Highlands— get my breakfast and 
morning draught of sack from old Jacobite ladies, 
and give them locks of my old wig for the Cheva- 
lier's hair — second my friend in his quarrel till he 
comes to the field, and then flinch from him lest so 
important a political agent should perish from the 
way. All this I must do for bread, besides calling 
myself a captain!* 

< You think you are making a fine speech now/ 
said Craigengelt, <and showing much wit at my 
expense. Is starving or banging better than the life 
I am obliged to lead, because the present fortunes 
of the king cannot sufficiently support his envoys? 9 

4 Starving is honester, Craigengelt* and hanging 
is like to be the end on'fr— But what you mean to 
make of this poor fellow Ravenswood, I know not— 
he has no money left, more than I- — his lands are 
all pawned and pledged, and the interest eats up the 
rents, and is not satisfied, and what do you hope to 
make by meddling in his affairs?' 

« Content yourself, Bucklaw; I know my busi- 
ness/ replied Craigengelt.. « Besides that his name, 
and his father's services In 1689, will make such an 
acquisition sound well both at Versailles and Saint 
Germains— -you will also please be informed, that 
the master of Ravenswood is a very different king 
of a young fellow from you. He has parts and ad* 
dress, as well as courage and talents, and will pre* 
sent himself abroad like a young man of head as 
well as heart, who knows something more than the 
speed of a horse or the flight of a hawk. I have lost 
credit of late* by bringing over no one that had 
sense io know more than how to unharbour a stag, 
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or take and reclaim an cycss. The niaster has edu- 
cation, sense, and penetration.' 

« And yet is not wise enough. to escape the trick's 
of a kidnapper, Craigengelt?— But don't be angry; 
you know you will not fight, and so it is as well 
to leave your hilt in peace arid quiet, and tell me 
in sober guise how you drew the master into your 
Confidence? 9 

«By flattering his love of vengeance, Bucklaw. 
He lias always distrusted me, but I watched my 
time, and struck whije his temper was red-hot with 
the sense of insult and of wrong. He goes now to 
expostulate, as he says, and perhaps thinks, with 
sir William Ashton.- — I say, that if they meet, and 
the lawyer puts him to his defence, the master will 
kill him; for he had that sparkle in his eye which 
neyer deceives you when you would read a man's 
purpose. At any rate, he will give him such a bul- 
ly ing as will be construed into an assault on a privy 
counsellor; so there will be a total breach betwixt 
him and government; Scotland will be too hot for. 
him, France will gain him, and we will alt set sail 
together in the French brig I/Espoir, which is 
hovering for us off Eyemouth. , 
' * Content am 1/ said Bucklaw; < Scotland has 
little left that I care about; and if carrying the 
master with us will get us a better reception in 
France, why, so be it, a God's name. I doubt our 
own merits will procure us slender preferment; and 
I trust he will send a ball through the keeper's head 
before he joins us. One or two of these scoundrel 
statesmen should be shot once a-year, just to keep 
the others on their good behaviour.' 

«That is very true,' replied Craigengelt; 'And 
it reminds mo that I must go and see that o&r 
horses have been fed, and are in reaififress; for, 
should such deed be done, it will be no time for 
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grass to grow beneath their heels.* He proceeded 
as far as the door, then turned back with a look of 
earnestness, and said to Bucklaw, « Whatever 
should come of this business, I am sure you will do 
me the justice to remember, that I said nothing to 
the master which could imply my accession to any 
act of violence which he may take it into his head 
to commit/ 

'No, no, not a single word like accession/ re- 
plied Bucklaw; « you know too well the risk be- 
longing to these two terrible words, art and part,' 
Then, as if to himself, he recited the following 
lines: 

' The dial spoke not, but it made shrewd signs, 
And pointed full upon the stroke of murder. 

•What is that you are talking to yourself V said 
Craigcngelt, turning back with some anxiety. 

< Nothing— only two lines I have heard upon the 
stage,', replied Ins companion. 

< Bucklaw, 9 said Craigcngelt, < I sometimes think 
you should have been a stage-player yourself; all 
is fancy and frolic with you.* 

« I have often thought so myself,' said Bucklaw. 
< I believe it would be safer than Beting with you in 
the fatal conspiracy. — But away, play your own 
part, and look after the horses like a groom as you 
are. — A play-actor! a stage-player! that would have 
deserved a stab, but that Craigcngelt 's a coward — 
And yet I should like the profession well enough- 
Stay — let me see— ay — I would come out in Alex* 
ander— : 

" Thus from the grave I rise to save my love, 
Draw all your swords, and cfuick as lightning move; 
When I rush on, sure none will dare to* stay, 
'Tis love commands, and glory leads the way."' 

A3 with a voice of thunder, and his hand upon 
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hi£ sword, Bucklaw repeated the ranting couplets 
of poor Lee, Craigeugelt re-entered with a face of 
alarm. 

« We are undone, Bucklaw! the (caster's let! 
horse cast himself over his halter in the •stable, and 
ft dead lame — his hackney will be set up with the 
day's work, and now he has no fresh horse; he Will 
never get off/ 

< Egad there will be no moving with the speed of 
lightning this bout/ said Bucklaw, drily. < Bui 
stay, you can give him youre/ 

« What, and be taken myself? I thank you for the* 
proposal/ said Craigengelt. 

« Why, if the lord keeper should have met with a 
mischance, which for my part I cannot suppose, for 
tlie master is not the lad to shoot an old and un* 
armed man — but if there should have been a fray 
at the castle, you are neither art nor part in it you 
know, so have nothing to fear/ 

'True, true/ answered the other, with embar- 
rassment; < but CBAsider my commission from Saint 
Germains/ 

< Which many men think is a commission of your 
own making, noble Captain. Well, if you will not 
give him your horse, why, d— n it, he must have 
mine/ 

« Yours?* said Craigengelt. 
i « Ay, mine/ repeated Bucklaw; « it shall never be 
said that I agreed to back a gentleman in a little 
affair of honour, and neither helped him on with it 
nor off from it/ 

*You will give him your horse? and have you 
considered the loss?' 

< Loss! why Grey Gilbert cost me twenty Jaco- 
buses, that's true; but then his hackney is worth 
something, and his Black Moor is worth twice as 
much were he sound, and I know how to handle 
him. — Take a fat sucking mastiff whelp, flay and 
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bowel him* stuff the body full of black and gray 
snails, roast a reasonable time, and baste with oil 
of spikenard, saffron* cinnamon and honey, anoint 
with the dripping, working it in* — 

♦Ye?, Bflck^v, but in the meanwhile, before the, 
sprain is cured, nay before the whelp is roasted, 
you will be caught and hung. Depend on it, tire 
chase will be hard after Ravenswood. I wish we 
had made our place of rendezvous nearer to the 
jcoast. 9 

* On my faith then, 9 said Bucklaw, < I had best 
go off just now, and leave my horse for him— Stay, 
stay, he comes, I hear a horse's feet.' 

'Are you sure there is only one?' said Craigen- 
geit; *I fear there is a chase; I think I hear three 
or ftror galloping together. I am sure I hear more 
horses than one/ 

< Pooh, pooh, it is the wench of the house that is 
clattering to the well in her pattens; by my faith, 
captain, you should give up both your captainship, 
and your secretservice, for you are as easily scared 
as a wild goose* But here comes the master alone, 
and looking as gloomy as a night in November. 9 

The master of Ravenswood entered the room 
accordingly, his cloak muffled around him, Im 
arms folded, his looks stern, and at the same time 
dejected. He flung his cloak from him as he entered, 
threw himself upon a chair, and appeared sunk in 
a profound reverie. 

* What has happened? What have yon don*? 9 was 
hastily demanded by Craigengelt and Bucklaw in 
ttte same moment. 

< Nothing, 9 was the short and sullen answer. 
'Nothing? and left us, determined to call the old 

villain to account for all the injuries that you, we, 
and the country have received at his hand? Have 
you seen him? 9 
'I have/ replied the master of Bavenswofod. 
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< Seen him? and come away without settling scores 
which hare been so long due}' spid Bucklaw; ' I 
would not have expected that at the hand of the 
master of Ravenswood/ 

< No. matter what you expected/ replied Ravens- 
wood; « it is not to you, sir, that I shall be disposed 
to render any reason for my conduct.' 

< Patience, Bucklaw/ said Craigengelt, interrupt- 
ing his companion, who seemed about to make an 
angry reply. < The master has been interrupted in 
bis purpose by some accident, but he must excuse 
the anxious curiosity of friends* who are devoted 
to his cause like you and me.' 

' Friends, captain Craigengelt!' retorted Ravens- 
wood haughtily, * I am ignorant what familiarity 
has passed betwixt us to entitle you to use that ex- 
pression. I think our friendship amounts to this, 
that we agreed to leave Scotland together so soon 
as I should have visited the alienated mansion of 
my fathers, and had an interview with its present 
possessor, I will hot call bim proprietor/ 

' Very true, master/ answered Bucklaw; < and as 
we thought you had a mind to do something to put 
your neck in jeopardy, Craig and I very courte- 
ously agreed to tarry for you, although ours might 
run some risk in consequence* As to Craig, indeed, 
it does not very much signify, be had gallows 
written on his brow in the hour of his birth; but I 
should not like to discredit my parentage by coming 
to such an end in another man's cause.' 
. 'Gentlemen/ said the master of Ravenswood, 'I 
am sorry if I have occasioned you any inconve- 
nience, but I roust claim the right of judging what 
is best for my own affairs, without rendering any 
explanations to any one. I have altered my mind, 
and do not design to leave the country this season/ 

•Not to leave the country, master!' exclaimed 
Craigengelt* 'Not to go over, after all the trouhfe 
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Und expense I have incurred— -after all the risk of 
discovery, and the expense of freight and demur- 
rage!* 

« Sir,* replied the master of Ravenswood, « when 
I designed to leave this country in this haste, I 
made use of your obliging offer to procure me - 
means of conveyance: but I do not recollect that 'l i 
pledged myself to go off If I found occasion to alter 
my mind. For your trouble on my account, I am 
sorry, and I thank you; your expense/ he aided, 
putting his hand into his pocket, < admits a more 
solid compensation — freight and demurrage aire 
matters with which I am unacquainted, captain 
Craigengelt, but take my purse and pay yourself 
according to your own conscience. 9 And accordingly 
he tendered a purse with some gold in it to thesoi- 
disant captain* 

But here Bucklaw interposed in his turn. < Your 
lingers, Craigie, seem to itch for that same piece 
of green net- work, 9 said he; <but I make my vow 
to God, that if they offer to close upon it, I will 
chop them off with my whinger. Since the master 
has changed his mind, I suppose we heed stay here 
no longer; but in the first place I beg leave to tell 
him — — 9 

< Tell him any thing you will, 9 said Craigengelt, 
<if you will first allow me to state the inconve- 
niences to which he will expose himself by quitting 
our society, to remind him of the obstacles to his 
remaining here, and of the difficulties attending his 
proper introduction at Versailles and Saint Ger- 
mains, without the countenance of those who have 
established useful connexions.' 

* Besides forfeiting the friendship, 9 said Bucklaw/ 
< of at least one man of spirit and honour. 9 
; < Gentlemen, 9 said Ravenswood, < permit me once 
more to assure you, that you have been pleased to 
attach to our temporary connexion more import 
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tance Chan I ever meant it should have. When I 
repair to foreign courts, I shall not need the intro- 
duction of an intriguing adventurer, nor is it neces- 
sary for me to set value on the friendship of an 
hot-headed bully/ With these words, and without 
waiting for an answer, he left the apartment, re* 
mounted his horse, and was heard to ride off* 

< Mortbleu!' said captain Craigengelt, <my recruiV 
is lost/ 

f Ay, captain/ said Bucklaw, «the salmon is off 
with* hook and all. But I will after him, for 1 have 
had more of his insolence than I can well digest/ 

Craigengelt offered to accompany him, but Buck- 
law replied, < No, no, captain, keep you the cheek 
of the chimney nook till I come back; its good 
sleeping in a hale skin. 

"Little ke\\9 the auld wife that sits by the fire, 
How cauld the wind blaws in hurle-burle swire." 

And singing as he went, he leftthe apartment; 
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CHAPTER VI. 



Now, Billy Bewick, keep good heart* 

And of thy talking let me be; 
But if thou art a man, as I am sure thou art ; 

Come over the dike and fight with me. 

Old Ballad. 



The master of Ravens wood had mounted the 
ambling hackney which he before rode on, finding 
the accident which had happened to his led horse, 
and, for the animal's ease, was proceeding at a slow 
pace from the Tod's Den towards his old tower of 
Wolf's Crag, when he heard the gallopping of a 
horse behind him, and* looking back, perceived 
that he was pursued by young Bucklaw, who had 
been delayed a few minutes in the pursuit by the 
irresistible temptation of giving the hostler at the 
Tod's Den some receipt for treating the lame horse. 
This brief delay he had made up by hard gallop- 
ping, and now overtook the master where the road 
traversed a waste moor. 'Halt, sir/ cried Bucklaw; 
« I am no political agent — no captain Craigengelt, 
whose life is too important to be hazarded in de- 
fence of his honour. I am Frank Hayston of Buck- 
law, and no man injures me by word, deed, sign, 
or look, but he must render me an account of it.' 

'This is all very well, Mr. Hayston of Bucklaw, 9 
replied the master of Ravenswood, in atone the 
most calm and indifferent; « but I have no quarrel 
with you, and desire to have none. Our roads 
homeward, as well as our roads through life, lie in 
different directions; there is no occasion for ns 
crossing each other.' 

'Is there not?' said Bucklaw, impetuously. <By 
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heaven! but I say that there is— though you called 
lis intriguing adventurers.'' 

«Be correct la your recollection, Miv Haystom 
it was to your companion only I applied that epithet, 
and you know him to be no better/ 

* And what then? He was my companion for the 
time, and no man shall insult my companion, right 
or wrong* while he is in; my company/ \ 

♦Then, Mr. Hayston/ replied Ravcnswood, with 
the same composure, ♦you should chuse your society 
better, or yon are like to have much work in your 
capacity of their champion. Go- home, sir, sleep, 
arid have more reason in your wrath to-morrow!* 

< Not so, master, you have mistaken your man; 
high airs and wise saws^lrall not carry it off thus. 
Besides, -you termed me bully, and you shall retract 
the word before we part/ ' ; 

•Faith, scarcely/ said Ravenftwood, < unless you 
show me better reason "for : thinking myself mistaken 
than you are now producing/ 

« Then, master/ said Bucklaw, < though I should 
be sorry to offer it to a man of your, quality, if you 
will not justify ypftr incivility, or retract it,, or name 
a place of meeting, you must here undergo the hard 
word and the hard blow. 5 

« Neither will be necessary/ said Ravenswoodj 
«I am satisfied with what I have done to avoid an 
affair with you. If you are serious, this place will 
serve as well as another/ 

♦Dismount then, and draw/ said Bucklaw, setting 
him the example. < I always thought and said you 
were a pretty man: I should be sorry to report you 
otherwise/ 

< You shall have no reason, sir,' said Ravenswood, 
alighting, and putting himself into a posture of de- 
fend. 

Their swords crossed, and the combat commenced 
VOL. I. H 
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with great spirit on the part of Bucklaw, who was 
well accustomed to affairs of the kind, and distin- 
guished by address and dexterity at his weapon. In 
the present case, however, he did not use his skill 
. to advantage; for having lost temper at the cool and 
contemptuous manner in which the master of Ra- 
venswood had long refused, and at length granted 
him satisfaction, and urged by his impatience, be 
adopted the part of an assailant with inconsiderate 
eagerness. The master, with equal skill, and much 
greater composure, remained chiefly 011 the defen- 
sive, and even declined to avail himself of one or 
two advantages afforded him by the eagerness of 
his adversary. At length, in a desperate loqnge, 
which he followed with an attempt to close, Buck- 
law's foot slipped, aud he fell on the short grassy 
turf on which they were fighting. < Take your life, 
sir, 9 said the master of Ravenswood, < and mend it, 
if you can/- 

* It would be but a cobbled piece of work, I fear/ 
said Bucklaw, rising slowly and gathering up his 
sword, much less disconcerted with the issue of the 
combat than could have been expected from the 
impetuosity of his temper. < I thank you for my 
life, master, 9 he pursued. < There is my hand, I 
bear no ill will to you either for my bad luck, or 
your better swordmanship/ 

The master looked steadily at him for an instant, 
then extended his hand to him. — 'Bucklaw/ he 
said, « you are a generous fellow, and I have done 
you wrong. I heartily ask your pardon for the ex- 
pression which offended you} it was hastily and 
incautiously uttered, and I am convinced it is totally 
misapplied/ 

•Are you indeed, master?' said Bucklaw, his 
face resuming at once its natural expression, of 
light-hearted carelessness and audacity; <that is 
more than I expected of you, for, master, men say, 
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you are not too ready to retract your opinions and 
yotir language/ 

« Not when I have well considered them/ said the 
roaster. ■ 

«Then you are a Jittle wiser than I am; for I 
always give my friend satis faction first, and expla- 
nation afterwards. If one of us falls, all accounts 
are settled;- it not, men are never so ready for peace 
as after war. But what does that bawling brat of a 
boy want?' said Bucklaw. «I wish to heaven he bad 
come a few minutes sooner, and yet it roust have 
ended some time, and perhaps tins way is as well 
as liny other.* 

As he spoke, the boy be mentioned came up, 
cudgelling an ass, on which he was mounted, to 
the top of its speed, and sending, Hke one of Ossian's 
heroes^ his voite before him,-— < Gentlemen,- — gen- 
tlemen, save yourselves, for the gudewife bade us 
tell yc there were folk in her bouse had ta'en cap- 
tain Craigengelt* and were seeking for Bucklaw, 
and that ye behoved to ride for it/ 

«By my faith, am} that *s very true^ my man, 
said Bucklaw; * and there 9 s a silver sixpence fop 
your news, and I would give any man twice as 
much would tell me which way I should ride/ 

« That will 1, Bucklaw/ said Ravenswood; <ride 
home to Wolf's Crag with me; there are places in 
the old tower where yon might lie hid, were a thou- 
sand men to seek you/ 

«But that will bring you into trouble yourself, 
master; and unless you be in the Jacobite scrape 
itlreadyf.it is needless for me to drag you in/ 

« Not a whit;- 1 have nothing to fear/ 

«Then I will ride with you blithely, for, to $ay 
the truth, I do not know the rendezvous that Craigie 
was to guide us to this night; and I am sure that 
if lie is taken, he will tell all the truth on mc, and 
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twenty lies on you, in order to save himself from 
tli© withie.' 

They mounted, and rode off in company accor- 
dingly* striking off the ordinary road, and holding 
their way by wild moorish unfrequented paths, with 
which the gentlemen were well acquainted from the 
exercise of the chase, but through which others 
would have had much difficulty in tracing their 
course. They rode for some time in silence, making 
such haste as the condition of Ravertswood's horse 
permitted, until night having gradually closed 
around them, they discontinued their speed, both 
from the difficulty of discovering their path, and 
from the hope that they were beyond the reach of 
pursuit or observation* 

* And now that we have drawn bridle abit,' said 
Bucklaw, * I wpuld fain ask you a question* master/ 

* Ask, and welcome,' said Ravenswood, * but for- 
give me not answeringlt, unless I think proper.' 

- « Well, it is simply this, 5 answered his late antago- 
nist. < What, in the name of old Sathan, could make 
you, who stand so highly on your reputation, think 
for a moment of drawing up with such a rogue *»s 
Craigengelt, and such a scapa-grace a^ folks call 
Bucklaw?' 

« Simply, because I was desperate, and sought 
desperate associates/ 

* And what made you break off from us at the 
nearest?' again demanded Bucklaw. 

•Because I had changed my mind,* said the mas* 
terf « and renounced my enterprise, at least for tlie 
present. And now that I have answered your ques- 
tions fairly and frankly, tell mpwhat makes you 
associate with Craigengelt, so much beneath you 
koth in birth and in spirit?' 

« In plain terms/ answered Bucklaw, * because I 
am a fool, who have gambled away my land in these 
times. My graiad-aunt, lady Qirnington, has ta'tfn 
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a new tack of life, I think, and t could only hope to 
get something by a change in government. Craigie 
was a sort of gambling acquaintance; he saw my 
condition, and, as thedevil is always at one's elbow, 
told rae fifty lies about his credentials from Ver- 
sailles; and his interest at Saint Germains, promis- 
ed me a captain's commission at Paris/ and I have 
been ass Enough to put toy thtimb under his belt I 
dare say, by this time, he has told a dozen petty 
stories of me to the government. And this is what 
I have got by wine, women, and dice, cocks, dogs, 
and horses* 5 

« Yes, Bucklaw/ said the master, <you have in- 
deed nourished in your bosom the snakes that arc 
now stinging you.' 

/•That's home as well as true, master,' replied 
his companion; < but, by your leave, you have nursed 
in your bosom one great goodly snake that has 
swallowed all the rest, and is as sure to devour you 
as my half dozen are to make a meal on all that 's 
left to Bucklaw, which is but what lies between 
bonnet and boot heel/ 

f l must not,' answered the master of Ravens- 
wood, 'challenge the freedom of speech in which I 
have set example. What, to speak without a meta- 
phor, do you call this monstrous passion which you 
charge me with fostering?' 

* Revenge, my good sir, revenge, which, if it be 
as gentlemen-like a sin as wine and wassail, with 
all their et cetera*, is equally unchristian, and not 
so bloodless. It is better breaking a park -pale to 
watch a doe or damsel, than to shoot an old man.' 

«J deny the purpose,' sard the master of Ravens- 
wood. « Oh my sou), I had no such intention; I 
meant but to confront the oppressor ere I left my 
native land, and upbraid him with his tyranny and 
its consequences. I would have stated my wrongs 
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go that they would have shaken bis soul within 

him.' 

«Yes/ answered Bucklaw, < and he would have 
collared you, and cried help, and then you would 
have shaken the soul oat of htm, I suppose. Tour 
very look and wanner would have frightened the 
old roan to death/' 

< Consider the provocation/ answered Ravens- 
wood,— « consider the ruin and death procured and 
caused by his hard-hearted cruelty— an ancient 
house destroyed, an affectionate father murdered* 
"Why, in our old Scotish days, he that sat quiet 
under such wrongs, would, have been held neither 
fit to back % friend or face a foci' 

'Well, mkjster, I am glad to see that the devil 
deals as cunningly with other folk as he does with 
me; for whenever I am about to commit any folly, 
be persuades me it is the most necessary, gallant, 
gentlemanlike thing on earth, and I am up to sad- 
dlegirths In the bog before I see that tite ground is 
soft. And you, master, might have turned out a 
nrard—— -a homicide, just out of pure respect for 
your father's memory/ 

'There is' more sense m your language, Buck* J 
law/ replied the master, « than might have been 
expected from your conduct. It is too true, dnr 
vices steal upon ua in forms outwardly as fair as 
those of the demons whom the superstitious repre- 
sent as intriguing with the human race, and are 
not discovered in their native lndeousness until We 
have clasped them in our arms.* 

< But we pay throw them from us though/ said 
Bucklaw, * and that is what I shall think of doing 
one of these days, that is when old lady Girnington 
dies/- 

' Did you ever hear the expression of the English 
divine?' said Ravenswood— • 

"Hell is paved with good intention*.* V" 
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< As much as to say, they are more often formed 
than executed/ 

<Wdl/ replied Btickhw, * but I will begin this 
blessed flight, and have determined not to drink 
above one quart of wine, unless your claret be of 
extraordinary quality/ 

'You will fthd little to tempt yw at WolPs 
Crag/ said the master. . «I know not that I can 
promise you more than the shelter of my roof; all, 
and more titan all our stock of wine and provisions- 
was exhausted at the late occasion.* 

«Long may it bfe ere provision is needed for the 
like imrpose,' answered Buck law,' * but you should 
not drink up the last flask at a dirge; there is ill 
hfck in that/ 

'There is ill luck, I think, in whatever belongs 
to me, 9 said Ravcnswood* « But yonder is WolPs 
Crag) and whatever it still contains is at your Ser- 
vice.' ■-. ' l '■• • • 

The roar of the sea had long announced their ap± 
proach to the cliffs; on the summit of which, like 
the nest of some sea^eagle, the founder of the for- 
talice had perched his eyry. The pale moon, which 
had hitherto been contending with flitting clouds, 
now shone out, and gave them a view of the soli- 
tary ami naked )to we r, situated on a projecting cliff 
that beetled on the German ocean* On three sides 
the rock waa precipitous; on the fourth, which was 
that toward the land, it had been originally fenced 
hy an artificial ditch and drawbridge, but tbelatter 
was broken down and ruinous, and the former had 
been in part filled up, so as to allow passage ft>r a 
horseman into the narrow court-yard, encircled on 
two sides with low offices and stables, partly ruin- 
ous, and closed on the landward front by a low em- 
battled wall, While the remaining side of the quad- 
rangle was occupied by the teww itself* which, tall 
and narrow, and built of a grayish stone, stood 
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glimmering in the moonlight, like the sheeted spec- 
tre of some huge giant. A wilder, or more discon- 
solate dwelling, it was perhaps difficult to conceive. 
The sombrous and heavy sound of the billows, suc- 
cessively dashing against the rocky beach at a 
profound distance beneath, was to the ear what the 
landscape was to the eye — a symbol of unvaried 
and monotonous im laucholy, not unroingled with 
horror. 

Although the night was not-far advanced, there 
was no sign of living inhabitant about this forlorn 
abode, excepting that one, and only one, of the nar- 
row and staiincheled windows which appeared at 
irregular heights and distances in the wails of the 
building* showed a small glimmer of light. 

• There/ said fcavenswood, « sits the only male 
domestic that remains to the hoqse of Ravens wood; 
and it is well that he does remain there, since other- 
wise, we had little hope to find cither light or fire. 
But follow me cautiously; the road is narrow, and 
admits only one horse in front.' 

In effect, tiie path led along a kind of isthmus, at 
the peninsular extremity of which the tower was 
situated, with that exclusive attention to strength 
and security, in preference to every circumstance 
of convenience, which dictated to i he Scotish barons 
the choice of their situations, as well as their style 
of building. 

By adopting the cautious mode of approach re- 
commended by the proprietor of this wild hold, they 
entered the court-yard in safety. But it was long ere 
the efforts of Raven&wood, though loudly exerted 
by knocking at the low-browed entrance, and re- 
peated shouts to Caleb to open the gate and admit 
them, received any answer. 'The old man must be 
departed*' he began to say, ' or fallen into some fit; 
for the noise I have made would have waked the 
seven sleepers.' 
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* 
At length a timid anil hesitating voice replied,-— 

* master-^— master of Ravenswood, is it you?'-. ; 

< Yes, it is I, Caleb; open the door quickly/ 

> But is it you in-very blood and body? For I 
would sooner fat e,fifty devils as my master's ghaist, 
04* even his wraith,— wherefore aroint ye, if ye were 
teir times my master, unless ye come in bodily 
shape, lith and limb.' 

>It is I, you old fool/ answered RavensWnod, 
« in bodily shape, and alive, save that I fem half 
dead with cold/ 

The light, at the; upper window disappeared, and 
glancing from loop-hole to loop-hole ,411 slpw suc- 
cession, gave intimation that the bearer was in the 
act of descending, with grvat deliberation, a wind- 
ing staircase occupying one of the turrets wtoich 
graced the angles of the old tower. The tardiness 
of his descent extracted some exclamations of im- 
patience from Ravens wood, and several paths from 
his less patient and more mercurial companion, 
Caleb again paused ere lie. unbolted the door, and 
once more asked, if they were men of mould that 
demanded entrance at this time of night? 

•Were I near you* you old fool/ saidBuc klaw, <I 
would give you sufficient proofs of my bodily con- 
dition/ v , 

5 * Open the gate* Caleb/ said his master, in a 
more soothing tone, partly from his regard toihe 
ancient and faithful seneschal, partly perhaps be- 
cause be thought that angry words would be thrown 
away, so long as Caleb had a stout iron-clenched 
oaken door betwixt bis person and the speakers. 

At length Caleb, with a trembling hand, undid 
tbe bars, opened the heavy door, and stood before 
them, exhibiting bis thin gray hairs, bald forehead., 
and sharp high features, illuminated by a quivering 
lamp which he held in; one hand, while h^ shaded 
and protected its flame with the other. The timo- 
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rous courteous glance which he threw around him— - 
the effect of the partial- light upon life white hair 
and illumined features, might have made a good 
painting* but our travellers were too impatient for 
security against the rising storm, to permit them 
to indulge themselves in studying the picturesque. 
<ls it you, my dear master? is it yourself indeed?* 
exclaimed the old domestic. * I am waeye suld hae 
stude waiting at your am gate, but w ha wad hae 
thought 6' seeing ye sae suiny and a strange gen- 
tleman with a— (here he exclaimed apart as it were, 
and to some inmate of the tower, in a voice not 
meant to be heard by those in the court) — Mysie— 
Mysie, woman, stir for dear life and get the fire 
mended; take the aold three-legged stool, or ony 
thing that 's readiest that will make a lowe.— I 
doubt we are bat puirly provided, uq expecting ye 
this some months, when doubtless ye wad hae been 
received conform till your rank, as £ude right is; 
hut natheless 5 — 

'Natheless, Caleb,' said the master, * we must 
have our horses put up, and ourselves ton, the best? 
way we can. I hope you are not sorry to see me 
sooner than ybu expected?' 

♦ Sorry, ray lord!— I am sure ye salt aye be my 
lord wi' honest folk, as your noble ancestors hae 
been these three hundred years, and never asked a 
Whig's leave. — Sorry to see the lord of Ravens wood 
at ane o* his ain castles! — (Then again apart to his 
unseen associate behind the screen)— Myste, kill 
the brood-hen without thinking twice on it; let them 
rare that come ahint.— No to say its our best d wel- 
ling,* he added, turnmg to Bucklaw, < but just a 
strength for the lord of Ravenswood to flee untii,~ 
that is, no to fiee, but to retreat until troublesome 
times, Hke the present, when it was ill convenient, 
for him to live farther in the country in ony of bis 
better and mair principal manors; but, for its anti* 
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quity, roaist folks think that the outside of WolPs 
Crag is worthy of -a large perusal/ 

^ And jou are deteriBinetl we shall have time to 
make it,' said RaVenswood; somewhat amused with 
the shifts the old man- used to detain them without 
doors until his confederate Mysie had made- her 
preparations within, 

■•'« Oynever mind the outside of the house, my good 
friend,' said Bucklaw; HetVsee the inside, and 
let our horses see the stable, that 's all.' 

«0; yes, sir— ay, sir— unquestionably, sir,— my 
lord and ony of bis honourable companions' — 

<But our horses, my old friend— our horses; 
they will be dead -foundered by standing here in the 
cold after riding hard, and mine is too good to be 
spoiled; therefore, once more, our horses, 5 exclaim- 
ed Bucklaw. >• 

f True^ay— -your horses— yes — Iwill call the 
grooms;' and sturdily did Caleb roar till the old 
tower rung again,—* John— ^William — Saunders!—- 
The lads are goflie outy or sleeping,' be observed, 
after pausing for an answer, which he knew that 
he- had no human chance of receiving. * A* gaes 
wrang when the master 's out bye; but I '11 take 
care o' your cattle mysell.' 

<I think you had better/ said Rarenswood, 
' otherwise I see little chance of their being attended 
to at all/ 

-. « Whisht*- my lord,— whisht, for God^s sake,' said 
Caleb* in an imploring tone, and apart to his mas- 
ter; < if ye dinna .regard your" ain credit, think on 
mine; we*U hae hard eneugh wark to make a de- 
Cent night o % wi* a* the Kes I can tell.' 

I Well, well, never mind/ said his master; *go 
to the stable. There is hay and corn, I trust?' 

<Ou ay, plenty of hay arid corn;' this was utter- 
ed boldly and aloud, and, in a lower tone, * there 
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was some half fous o* aits, and some taits o' mea v 
dow-hay, left after the burial/ 

«Very well,' said Ravenswood, taking the lamp 
from his domestic's unwilling hand, < I will show 
the stranger up stairs myself.' 

« I canna think o' that* my lord;— if ye wad hut 
have five minutes, or ten minutes, or, at maist, a 
quarter of an hour's patience, and look at the fine 
moon-light prospect of the Bass and North-Ber- 
wick Law till I sort the horses, I would marshal 
ye up, as reason is ye suld be marshalled, youp 
lordship and your honourable visiter. And I hm 
lockit up the siller candlesticks, and the lamp is 

not fit''; . 

> * It will do very well in the meantime,' said Ra- 
venswood, < and you will have no difficulty for want 
of light in the stable, for, if I recollect, half the 
roof is off.' 

« Very true, my lord, 'replied the trusty adherent, 
and with ready wit instantly added, « andthe'lazy 
sclater loons have never come to put it on a' this 
while, your lordship.' 

< If I were disposed to jest at the calamities of my 
house,'* said Rayenswood, as he led the way up; 
stairs, 4 poor old Caleb would furnish me with ample 
means. His passion consists in representing things 
about our miserable menage, not as they are, Jbiut 
as, in his opinion, they ought to be; and, to say the 
truth, I have been often diverted with the poor 
wretch's expedients to supply what he thought was 
essential for the credit of the family, and his stilt 
more generous apologies for the want of those arti- 
cles for which his ingenuity could discover no sub- 
stitute. But though the tower is none of the largest, 
I shall have some trouble without him to find the 
apartment in which there is a fire.' 

Ashe spoke thus, he opened the door of the hall, 
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flfere, at teast,' he said, * there is neither hearth 
nor harbour.' 

ft was indeed a scene of desolation. A large 
vaulted room, the, beams of which, combined like 
those of Westminster-Hall, were rudely carved at 
the extremities^ remained nearly in the situation in 
which it had been left after the entertainment at 
Allan lord Ravenswood's funeral. Overturned pitch- 
ers, and black jacks, and pewter stoups, and flagons, 
still cumbered the large oaken table; glasses, those 
more perishable implements of conviviality, many 
of which had been voluntarily sacrificed by the 
guests in their enthusiastic pledges to favourite 
toasts, strewed the stone floor with their fragments* 
As for the articles of plate. lent for the purpose by 
friends and kinsfolks those bad been carefully 
withdrawn so soon as the ostentatious display of 
festivity, equally unnecessary and strangely timed, 
had been made and ended. Nothing, in short, re- 
inained that indicated wealth; all the signs were 
those of recent wastefulness, and present desolation. 
The black cloth hangings, which on the late mourn- 
ful occasion, replaced the tattered moth-eaten ta- 
pestries, had been partly pulled down, and, dangling 
from the wall in irregular festoons, disclosed the 
rough stone-work of the building, unsfnoothed either 
by plaister or hewn stone. The seats thrown down, 
or left in disorder, intimated the careless confusion 
which had concluded the mournful revel. * This 
room,' said Ravenswood, holding up the lamp— 
■*. this room, Mr. Hayston, was riotous when it 
should have been sad; it is a just retribution that it 
should now be sad when it ought to be cheerful;' 

They left this disconsolate apartment, and went 
up stairs, where, after opening one or two doors in 
vain, Ravenswood. led the way into a little matted 
anti-room, in which, to their great joy, they found 
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a tolerably good fife, which Mysie r by some such 
expedient as Caleb had suggested, had supplied 
with a reasonable quantity of fuel. Glad at the 
heart to see more of comfort than the castle had yet 
.seemed to offer, Bucklaw rubbed his bands heartily 
over the lire, and now listened with more compla- 
cence to the apologies which the master of Ravens* 
wood offered, « Comfort, 9 he says, < I cannot pro- 
vide for yon, for I have it not for myself; it is long 
since these walls have known it, if, indeed, they 
were ever acquainted with it. Shelter and safety, 
1 think, I can promise yon/ 

« Excellent matters, master, 9 replied Bacfctaw, 
< and wtth a mouthful of food and wine, positively 
all I can require to night.' 

*I fear,' said the master, 'your supper will be a 
poor one; I hear the matter in discussion betwixt; 
Caleb and Mysie. Poor Balderston is something 
deaf? amongst his other accomplishments, so that 
much of what he means should be spoken aside is 
overheard by the whole audience, and especially hy 
those from whom he is most anxious to conceal his' 
private manc&uv res — Hark!' 

They listened, and hea rd the old domestic's voice 
in conversation with Mysie to the following effect. 
♦ Just mak the best o't, mak the best o't, woman; 
it '« easy to put a fair face on ony thing.' 

* But the auld brood-hen?— she Ul be as teugh as 
how-strings and bend-leather*' 

« Say ye made a mistake — say ye made a mis* 
take, Mysie. replied the faithful seneschal, m a 
soothing and undertoned voice; take it a' on yomv 
selj never let the credit o' the house suffer/ 

«But the brood-hen,' remonstrated Mysie,— 
on* she's Hitting some gate aneath the dais in the 
hall, and I am feared to gae in the dark for the 
bogle; ami if I dtdna see the bogle, I could as iU 
see the hen, for it's pit mirk, and there's no ano- 
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ther light in the house, save that very bW&sed lamf 
whilk the master has in his ain hand. And if I had 
the hen, she's to pu% and to draw, and to -'dress; 
how can I do that, arid tbem sitting by the only 
fire we -have? , - - 

« Weel, weel, Mysie/ said the butler/ « bide ye 
there a wee, and I Ml try to get the lamp wiled away 
frae '-them/ % * 

Accordingly Caleb BalderHbn entered the apart* 
ment, little aware tl»at so much of his bye play imd 
been audible there. « Well, Caleb., my old friend, is 
there any chance of supper?* said the master of 
Ifcavens\tood. 

'Chance of supper, your loruslnp?* said Caleb, 
with an emphasis of strong scorn at the implied 
doubt,—-* bow Should there be ony question of that* 
add we in your lordship** house? — -Chance of sup*- 
per, indeed]-— But ye *il no be for butcher meat? 
There *a walth o* fat poultry ready either for spit 
or brander — The fat capon, Mysie/ he added, call- 
ing out as boldly as if such a thing had been in ex- 
istence. r 

< Quite unnecessary/ said Bucklaw, who deemed 
himself bound in courtesy to relieve some part of > 
the anxious butler's perplexity, < if you have Jiny 

thiuia: c»Id; or a morsel of bread/ - 

< The beat of bannttrksP exclaimed Calebs much 
relieved; * and, for cauld meat, a* that we hae is 
cauld aneugh,— howheit maist of the cauld meat 
and pastry was gi'en to the poor folk after the 
ceremony of interment, as gude reason was, never- 
thele^'— ^*- 

< Come, .Caleb,* said the master of Ravenswood, 
-< I must cut this matter short. This is the young 
laird of Bucklaw? lie is under hiding, and there- 
fore you know'— — ' 

< He '11 be nae nicer than- your lordship's honour, 

¥» warrant/ answered Caleb, cheerfully, with^ „ . -, . , , 
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moi of intelligence; <I am soriT" that {lie gentle- 
man is under distress, but I am Myth that be cauna 
say mucklc again our house-keeping, for I believe 
bis ain piucltes may match ours;— no tliat we are 
pinched, thank God/ he added, retracting the ad- 
mission which he had made in his first burst of joy, 
« but nac doubt we are waur aff than we hae been, 
or suld be. And fgf eating, — what signifies telling 
a lie? there 9 n just €ie hinder end of the mutton 
ham that has been but three times on the table, 
and the nearer the bane the sweeter, as your ho- 
nours weel ken; and— there's the heel of the ewe 
milk kebbuck, wi* a bit of nice butter, and— -and-— 
and that 'a a' that 's to trust to/ And with great 
alacrity he produced his slender stock of provi- 
sions, and placed them with much formality upon a 
small round table betwixt the two gentlemen, who 
were not deterred either by the homely quality or 
limited quantity of the repast from doing it full jus- 
tice. Caleb tu the mean while waited on them with 
grave offieiousness, as if anxious to make up, by 
fats own respectful assiduity, for the want of all 
otberattendance. 

But alas! how little on such occasions can form, 
however anxiously and scrupulously observed, sup- 
ply the lack of substantial fare! Buck law, who had 
eagerly eat a considerable portion of the thrice 
sacked mutton ham, now began to demand ale. 

< I wadna just presume to recommend our ale/ 
said Caleb; < the maut was ill made, and there was 
awfu' tbunuer last week; but sicean water as the 
tower well has, ye '11 seldom see, Bucklaw, anil 
that Fse engage for/ 

<But if your ale is bad you can let us have some 
wine/ said Bucklaw, making a grimace at the men- 
tion of the pure element which Caleb «o earnestly 
recommended. v 
« Wine!' answered Caleb undauntedly, < enough 
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of wine; it was but twa days syne— waes me for* 
the cause — there was as much wine drunk in this 
house as would bave floated a pinnace. There 
never was lack of. wine at WolPs Crag.* 

' Do fetch us some then/ said his master, < in* 
stead of talking about it' And Caleb boldly de- 
parted. 

Every expended butt in the old cellar did he set 
atilt and shake with the desperate expectation of 
.collecting enough of the grounds of claret to fill the 
large pewter measure which he carried in his hand* 
Alas! each had been too devoutly drained; and, 
with all the squeezing and manoeuvring which bis 
craft as a butler suggested, he could only collect 
about half a quart that seemed presentable. Still, 
however, Caleb, was too good a general to re- 
nounce the field without a stratagem to cover his 
retreat. He undauntedly threw down an empty 
flagon, as if he had stumbled at the entrance of the 
apartment; called upon Mysie to wipe up the wine 
that had never been spilt, and placing the other 
vessel on the table, and hoped there was still 
enough left for their honours. There was indeed; 
for even Bucklaw, a sworn friend to the grape, 
found no encouragement to renew his first attack 
upon the vintage of Wolf's Crag, but contented 
himself, however reluctantly, with a draught of 
fair water. Arrangements were now made for his 
repose; and as the secret chamber was assigned, 
for this purpose, it furnished Caleb with a first- \ 
pate and most plausible apology for all deficiencies ^ 
of furniture, bedding, &c 

« For wha,' said he, < would have thought of the 
secret chaumer being needed? it has not been used 
since the time of the Gowrie conspiracy, and I durst 
never let a woman ken of the entrance to it, or your 
honour will allow that it wad not hae been a secret 
chaumer la ng.V I 2 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The hearth in hall was black and dead, 

No board was dight in bower within, 
Nor merry bowl nor welcome bed; 

'Here's sorry cheer,' quoth the heir of Liivne. 

Old Aatlqd 

The* feelings of the prodigal heir of Lrnne, as 
expressed in that excellent old song, when, alter 
dissipating his whole fortune, lie found himself the 
deserted inhabitant of 'the lonely lodge/ might 
perhaps have some resemblance to those of the mas- 
ter of Ravens wood in his deserted mansion of Wolf's 
Crag. The master, however, had this advantage- 
aver th^ spendthrift in the legend) that if he was in 
similar distress, he could not impute it to his own 
imprudence. His misery had been bequeathed to 
him by his father, and joined to his high blood, and 
ta a title which the courteous might give, or the 
churlish withhold at their pleasure, it was the whole 
inheritance he had derived from his ancestry. 

Perhaps this melancholy, yet consolatory reflec- 
tion, crossed the mind of this unfortunate youn£ 
nobleman with a breathing of comfort. Favourable 
to calm reflection, as well as to the mus^s, the morn- 
ing, while it dispelled the shades of night, bad a 
composing arid sedative effect upon the stormy pas- 
sions by which the master of Ravertswood had bee*t 
agitated on the preceding day. He now felt himself 
able to analyze the different feelings by which he 
was agitated, and much resolved to combat and to- 
subdue them. The morning, which had arisen ealm> 
and bright, gave a pleasant effect even to the waste 
moorland view which was seen from the castle oa 
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looking to the landward; and the glorious oceau* 
crisped with a thousand rippling waves of silver* 
extended on the other side in awful yet complacent 
majesty to the verge of the horizon. With such 
scenes of calm sublimity the human heart sympa- 
thizes even in its most disturbed moods, and deeds 
of honour and virtue are inspired by their majestic 
influence. 

To seek out Bucklawin the retreat which he had 
afforded him was the first occupation of the master, 
after he had performed, with a scrutiny unusually 
severe, the important task of self-examination, 
* How now, Bucklaw?' was his morning's saluta- 
tion-—* how like you the couch in which the exiled 
earl of Angus once slept in security, when he was 
pursued by the full energy of a king's resentment? 9 

< Uuiph!' returned the sleeper awakened^ « I have 
little to complain of where so great a man was 
quartered before me, only the mattress was of the 
hardest, the vault somewhat damp, the rats rather 
more mutinous than I would have expected from 
the state of Calebs larder; and if there were shut- 
ters to that grated window*- or a curtain to the bed, 
1 should think it upon the whole, an improvement 
in your accommodations/ 

• It is, to be sure, forlorn e>noitgb,' said the master, 
looking around the small vault; 'but if you will, 
rise ami leave it, Caleb will endeavour to find you 
a better, breakfast than your supper of last night/ 

♦Pray, let it be no better,' said Bucklaw, getting 
up and endeavouring to dress himself as well as the 
obscurity of the place would permit^— * let it, I say, 
be no better* if you mean me to persevere in my, 
proposed reformation. The very recollection of Ca- 
leb's beverage has done more to suppress my longing 
to open the day with a morning draught than twenty 
semen* would have done. And you, master?— have 
you been able to give battle valiantly to your bosom 
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snake? You see 1 am in the way of smothering my 
vipers one by one/ 

< I have commenced the buttle, at least, Bucklaw, 
and I have had a fair vision of an angel who de- 
scended to my assistance/ replied the master. 

* Woes me!' said his guest, «no vision can I ex- 
pect, unless my aunt, lady Gimiugton, should 
betake herself to the tomb; and then it would be the 
substance of her heritage rather than the appear* 
ance of her phantom that I should consider as the 
support of my good resolutions.— But this same 
breakfast, master,— does the deer that is to make 
the pasty run yet on foot, as the ballad has it?* 

*l will inquire into that matter/ said his enter- 
tainer; and, leaving the apartment he went in search 
of Caleb, whom, after some difficulty, he found in 
an obscure sort of dungeon, which had been in 
former times the buttery of the castle. Here the old 
man was employed busily in the doubtful task of 
burnishing a pewter flagon until it should take the 
hue and semblance of silver-plate. < I think it may 
do — I think it might pass, if they winna bring it 
ower muckle in the light o* the window; 9 were the 
ejaculations which he muttered from time to time 
as if to encourage himself in his undertaking, when 
he was interrupted by the voice of his master* 
« take this/ said the master of Ravenswood* * and 
get what is necessary for the family/ And with 
these words he gave to the old butler the purse 
which had on the preceding evening so narrowly 
escaped the fangs of Craigenejelt. The old man 
shook his silvery arid thin lock*, and looked with 
an expression of the most heartfelt anguish at his 
master as he weighed in his hand the slender trea- 
sure, and said in a sorrowful voice, < And is this a* 
that 's left?' 

<A1I that is left at present/ said the master, af- 
fecting more cheerfulness than perhaps he really 
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felt, * is just the green purse and the wee pickle 
gowd, as the old song says; but we shall do better 
one day, Cfrleb/ / 

« Before that day comes/ said Caleb, « I doubt 
there will be an end of an auld sang, and an auld 
serving man to boot But it disna become me to 
speak that gate to your honour, and, you looking 
sue pale. Take back the parse, and keep it to be 
making a show before company; for it your honour 
Would just tak a bidding, and be whiles taking it 
out afore folk and putting 4 1 up again, 'there *s 
naebody would refuse us trust, for a' that 's come 
and gane yet* 

<But, Caleb/ said the master, « I still intend to 
leave this country very soon, and desire to do so 
with the reputation of an honest man, leaving no 
debt behind me, at least of my own contracting/ 

'And gude right ye auld gang away as a true man, 
and so ye shall; for auld Caleb can tak the wyte 
of whatever is ta'en on for the house, and then it 
will be a 9 just ae man's burden; and I will live just 
as weel in the tolbootb as out of it, and the credit 
of the family will be a' safe and sound/ 

The master endeavoured, in vain, to make Caleb 
comprehend, that the butler's incurring the respon- 
sibility of debts in his own person would rather add 
to than remove the objections which he had to their 
being contracted. He spoke to a premier, too busy 
in deviling ways and means to puzzle himself with 
refuting the arguments offered against their justice 
or expediency* 

'There 'a Eppie Smatrash will trust us for ale/ 
said Caleb to himself; « she has lived a' her life 
under the family— and maybe wi' a soup brandy— 
I canna say for wine— she is but a lone woman* 
and gets her claret by a runlet at a time— but I '11 
work a wee drap out o' her by fair means or foul. 
For doos, there *s the doe cot— there will be poultry 
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atnang the tenants* though Lockie Cbirnside «ajrs 
she bad paid the kain twice aweov— We *H mak 
shift, an it like your honour — we^li mat sliift — 
keep your heart "abuae, for the house sail baud its 
Credit as lang as auld Caleb is te Ike fore*' ^ 

The entertainment which Caleb's exertions of 
various kinds enabled Mm to present to the ymmg 
gentlemen for three or four days was certainly of 
no splendid description, but it may readily be believ- 
ed it was set before tio critical gueets; and even the 
distresses, excuses, evasions, a*d shifts of Caleb, 
afforded amusement to the young men, and added a 
sort of interest to the scrambling and irregular 
style of their table. They had indeed occasion to 
seize on every circumstance that might serve to 
diversify or enliven time, wbkb otherwise past 
away *o heavilyv 

Bucklaw, shut out from his a sua! field-sports and 
joyous carouses by the necessity of remaining con- 
cealed within the walls of the castle, became a Joy* 
less and uninteresting companion. When the master 
of Ravenswood would no longer fence or play at 
shovel-board— -when he himself had polished to the 
extremity the coat of his palfrey with brush, curry- 
comb, and hair-cloth— when he had seen him eat 
his provender, and gently lie down in his stall, he 
could hardly help envying the animal's apparent 
acquiescence in a life so monotonous. < The stupid 
brute,* he said, « thinks neither of the race ground 
or the hunting field, or his green paddock at Buck- 
law, but enjoys himself as comfortably when haltered 
to (he rack in this ruinous vault, as if he had Been 
foaled in it; and I, who have the freedom of a pri- 
soner % at large, Jto range through the dungeons of 
this wretched old ttyver, can hardly,4>etwixt whist* 
ling and sleeping, contrive to pass away the hour 
till dinner time/ ' 

And with this disconsolate reflection he wended 
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ife way to tte barti^afi or balflem6ntaof tbetower, 
to watch what objects might Appear on the distant 
moor, or to pelt, with pebbles and pieces of lime, 
the seamews and cormorants which established 
themselves incautiously within the reach of mi idle 
young wan. 

JUvenswood, with a mind incalculably deeper 
and more powerful than that of bis companion, had 
his own anxious subjects of reflection, whkh wrought 
ipr him Uie same unha^piness that sheer ennui and 
want of occupation inflicted on his companion. Tkte 
first sight of laicy Asbton had been less impressive 
tliajt betp image proved to be upon reflection. As 
the depth and violence of that revengeful passion, 
by which ho had been actuated in seeking an inter* 
view wtih the father, began to abate by degrees, he 
looked back; on his conduct towards the daughter 
as harsh and unworthy towards a female of rank 
and beauty. Her looks of grateful acknowledg©- 
nient— her words of affectionate courtesy, had been 
repelled witjrswnething which approached to dis- 
dain; and if the master of Ravenswood bad m»* 
tainod wrong at tlie hand of s4r William Asbton, 
his conscience told him they had b^e«i unhandsome- 
ly resented towards his daughter. When his 
thoughts took this turn of self-reproach, the^ recol- 
lection of Lucy Ashton's beautiful features, ren- 
dered yet more interesting by the circumstances in 
which their meeting had taken place, ma^e an im- 
pression up#n his mind at once soothing and pain- 
ful. Th?e sweetness oMicr voice, the delicacy of her 
expressions, the vivid, glow of her filial affection, 
embittered his regret at having repulsed her grati- 
tude with rudeness* while,, at the same time, they 
placed before his imagma&on a picture of the most 
seducing sweetness* 

/ Even young Ravenswood's strength of moral 
lerling and rectitude of perpos^ at once increased 
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the danger of cherishing these recollections, and 
the propensity to entertain them.. Firmly resolved 
its he was to subdue, if possible, the predominating 
vice hi his character, be admitted with willingness 
' — nay, he summoned up in his imagination, the 
ideas by which it could be most powerfully coun- 
teracted; and, while he did so, a sense of his own 
harsh conduct towards her naturally induced' him, 
as if by way of recompense, to invest her with 
more of grace and beauty than perhaps she could 
actually claim. 

Had any one at this period told the master of 
Ravens wood that he had so lately vowed Ifcn* 
geance against the whole lineage of him whom lie 
considered, not unjustly, as author of his fathers 
ruin and death, he might at first have repelled tire 
charge as a foul calumny; yet, upon serious self* 
examination, he would have been compelled to ad- 
mit, that it had, at one period, some foundation in 
truth, though, according to the present tone of his 
sentiments, it was difficult to believe that this had 
really been the case. , 

There already existed in his bosom two contra- 
dictory passions,-— a desire to revenge the death of 
his father, strangely qualified by admiration of hfe 
enemy's daughter. Against the former feeling he 
had struggled, until it seemed to him upon the 
wane; against the latter he used no means of re- 
sistance, for he did not suspect its existence. That 
this was actually the case, Was chiefly evinced by 
his resuming his resolution to leave Scotland. Yet, 
though such was his purpose, "he remained 4ay after 
day at Wolf's Crag, without taking measures fop 
carrying it into execution. It is true, that he had 
Written to one or two kinsmen, who resided In a 
distant quarter of Scotland, and particularly to the 
marquis of A——, intimating his purpose; and 
when pressed upon the subject by Rucklaw, he was 
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wont to allege the necessity of watting for their re- 
ply* especially that of the marquis, before taking so 
decisive a measure. 

The marquis was rich and powerful) and although 
he was suspected to entertain sentiments unfavour- 
able to the government established at the revolu- 
tion, he had nevertheless address enough to head a 
party in the Scotish privy council, connected with 
the high church faction in England, and powerful 
enough to menace those to whom the lord keeper 
adhered, with a probable subversion of their power. 
The consulting with a personage of such impor- 
tance was a plausible excuse, which Ravens woo4 
used to Bucklaw, and probably to himself, for con- 
tinuing his residence at Wolf's Ci*ag; and it was 
rendered yet more so by a general report which 
began to be current, of a probable change of minis- 
ters and measures in the Scotish administration. 
These rumours, strongly asserted by some, and as 
resolutely denied by others, as their wishes or in- 
terest dictated, found their way even into the ruin- 
ous tower of Wolf's Crag, chiefly through the me- 
dium of Caleb the butler, who, among his other ex- 
cellencies, was an ardent politician, and seldom 
made an excursion from the old fortress to the 
neighbouring Village of Wolf's shope* without 
bringing back what tidings were current in the 
vicinity. 

But if Bucklaw could not offer any satisfactory 
objections to the delay of the master in leaving 
Scotland, he did not the less suffer with impatience 
the state of inaction to which it confined him, and 
it was only the ascendancy which his new com 
panion had acquired over him, that induced him to 
submit to a course of life so alien to his habits and 
inclinations. 

« You were wont to be thought a stirring active 
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young fellow, master, 9 was his frequent remon- 
strate; < yet here you seem determined to live on 
and on like a rat in a hole, with this trifling differ- 
ence* that the wiser, vermin chuses a hermitage 
where he can find food at least; but as for us, Ca- 
leb's excuses become longer as his diet turns mora 
spare, and I fear we shall realize the stories they 
tell of the sloth,— we have almost eat up the last 
green leaf on the plant, and have nothing left bu( 
to drop from the tree and break our necks. 9 

<Do not fear it,' said Ravenswood; < there is a 
fete watches for us, and we too have a stake in the 
revolution, that is now impending, and which 
already has alarmed many a bosom/ 

'What fate— what revolution?* answered his 
companion. < We have had one revolution too much 
already I think/ 

. Rayenswood interrupted him by putting into his 
bands a letter. 

< O,' answered Bucklaw, 'my dream *s out— I 
thought I heard Caleb this morning pressing som<> 
unfortunate fellow to a drink of cold water, and 
assuring him it was better for his stomach in the 
morning than ale or brandy / 

« It was my lord of At— 's courier/ said Ra* 
venswood, <who was doomed to experience bis 
ostentatious hospitality, which I believe ended m 
sour beer and herrings— Read, and you will see 
the news he has brought us/ 

<I will as Cast as I can/ said Bucklaw; 'but I am 
no great clerk, nor does his lordship seem to he the 
first of scribes/ 

The reader will peruse, in a few second by the 
aid of oar friend BaJlantyne's types, what took. 
Bucklaw a good half hour in perusal, though as- 
sisted by the master of Ravenswood. The tenor was 
8$ follows:—? 
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*Mght Honourable our Cousin, 

* Our hearty com mend ations premised, tliese come 
to assure you of the interest which we take tn your 
welfare, and in your purposes towards its augmen- 
tation. If we have been less active in showing Forth 
our effective good will towards you than, as a loving 
kinsman and blood -relative, we Would willingly 
have desired, we request that you will impute it to 
4 lack of opportunity to show our good likings not to 
any coldness of our will. Touching your resolution 
to travel in foreign partis, as at this time We hold 
the same little advisable, in respect that your Ul- 
willers may, according to the custom of such per- 
sons, impute motives for your journey, whereof, 
although we know and believe you to be as clear as 
ourselves, ,yet natheless their words may find cre- 
dence in places where the belief in them may much 
prejudice you, and which we should see with more 
unwillingness and displeasure than with means of 
remedy. * 

•Having thus, as becomcth our kindred, given 
you our poor mind on the subject of your journeying 
forth of Scotland, we would willingly add reasons 
of weight, which may materially advantage you and 
your lather's house, thereby to determine you to 
abide at Wolf's Crag, until this harvest season shall 
be passed over. But what sayeth the proverb, ver- 
bum sapientiy — a word is more to him that hath 
wisdom than a sermon to a fool. And albeit we 
have written this poor scroll with oiir own hand, 
and are well assured of the fidelity of our messen- 
ger, as him that is many ways bounden to us, yet 
so it is, that sfiddery ways crave wary walking, 
and that we may not peril upon paper matters 
which we would gladly impart to^ou by word of 
mouth* Wherefore, it was our purpose to have 
prayed you heartily to come to this our barren 
highland country to kill a stag, and to treat of thp 
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mutters which we are now more painfully inditing 
to you ancnt. But commodity does not serve at 
present for such our meeting, which, therefore, 
shall he deferred until sic time as We may in all 
mirth rehearse those things whereof we now keep 
silence. Meantime, we pray you to think that we 
are, and will still be your good kinsman and well 
wisher, waiting hut for times of whilk we do, as it 
were, entertain a twilight prospect, and appear and 
hope to be also your effectual well-doer. And in 
which hope we heartily write ourself, 

« Right honourable, 

« Your loving cousin, 
«A 
Given from our poor 
house of B ... .,, &c. 

Superscribed — * For the right honourable, and 
our honoured kinsman, the master of Ravenswood — 
These, with haste, haste, post-haste — ride and run 
until these be delivered. 9 

* What think you of this epistle, Bucklaw?* said 
the master, when his companion had hammered 
out all the sense, and almost all the words of which 
it consisted. 

'Truly that the marquis's meaning is as great a 
riddle as his manuscript He is really in much need 
of Wit's Interpreter, or the Complete Letter- Writer, 
and were I you I would send him a copy by the 
bearer. He writes you very kindly to remain wast- 
ing your time and your money in this vile, stupid, 
oppressed country, without so much as offering you 
the countenance and shelter of his; house. In my 
opinion, he has some scheme in view in which be 
supposes you can be useful, and he wishes to keep 
you at hand, to make use of you when it ripens, 
reserving the power of turning you adrift, shortly 
hU plot fail in the concoction.' 
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<Bia|>lot2— then you suppose it is a treasonalilfe. 
business/ answered Rayenswood. ' 

« What else can it be?' replied Bucklaw; « the mar* 
quia has been long suspected to have an eye to Saint 
Gcrmains/ 

'He should not engage me rashly in such an ajtH 
veftture/ said Ravenswood; < when I recollect the 
times of the first and second Charles, and of tire 
last James, truly, I see little reason, that as a man 
or patriot, I should draw my sword for their de* 
scendants/ 

< Humph!' replied Bucklaw; < so you are set your- 
self down to mourn over the crop-eared dogs, whom 
honest Claverse treated as they deserved.' 

'They first gave the dogs an ill name, and then 
banged them, 9 replied Ravens wood. < I hope to see 
the day when justice shall be open to whig and 
tory, and when these nick-names shall only be used v 
among coffee-house politicians, as slut and jade are 
among apple- women, as cant terms of idle spite 
and rancour/ 

♦That will not be in our days, master — the iron 
has entered too deeply into our sides and our souls/ 

< Jt will be, however, one day, 9 replied the master; 
<* men will not always start at these nick-names ai 
at a trumpet sound. As social life is better protect- 
ed, its comforts will become too dear to be hazarded 
without some better reason than speculative politics.' 

< It is fine talking/ answered Bucklaw; « but my 
heart is with the old song,— 

* To see good corn upon the rigs, 

And a gallows built to bang the whigs, 

And the right restored where the right should be, 

Q that is the thing that would wanton me. 9 

<Yott may sing as loudly as you m\\ 9 cantabit va- 
cuus,' — answered the master; 'but I believe the 
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marquis is too wise — at least too wary, to join you 
in such a burthen. I suspect he alludes to a revolu- 
tion in the Scotch privy council/ rather than in the 
British kingdoms. 9 

<0, confusion to your state tricks/ exclaimed 
Bucklaw, « y our cold calculating manoeuvres, which 
old gentlemen inwrought night caps and furred 
gowns execute like so many games at chess, and 
displace a treasurer or lord commissioner as they 
would take a rook or pawn. Tennis for my sport, 
and battle for my earnest. My racket and my sword 
for my play -thing and bread winner. And you, mas- 
ter, so deep and considerate as you would seem, 
you have ttyat within you makes the blood boil 
faster than suits your present humour of moralizing 
on political truths. Tou are one of those wise men 
who see every thing with great composure tiH their 
blood is up, and then — wo to any one who should 
put them in mind of their own prudential maxims. 9 

« Perhaps,' said Ravenswood, <you read me more 
rightly than I can myself. But to think justly will 
certainly go some length in helping me to act so. 
But hark! I hear Caleb tolling the dinner bell.' 

< Which he always does with the more sonorous 
grace, in proportion to the meagreness of the cheer 
which he has provided/ said Bucklaw, < as if that 
infernal clang and jangle, which will one day bring 
the old belfry down the cliffy could convert a starr- 
ed hen into a fat capon*, and a blade-bone of mutton 
into a haunch of venison/ 

it wish we may be so well off as your worst 
conjectures surmise, Bucklaw, from the extreme 
solemnity and ceremony withr which Caleb seems 
to place on the table that solitary covered dish.' 

< Uncover, Caleb! uncover, for heaven's sake! 
said Bucklaw; < let lis have what you can give ns 
without preface — why it stands well enough, man/ 
he continued, addressing impatiently the ancient 
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butler, who, without reply, kept shifting the dish,, 
until he had at length placed it with mathematical 
precision in the very midst of the tabje. 

• What have we got here, Caleb? 9 inquired the 
master in his turn. 

< Ahem! sir, ye suld have known before; but his 
honour the laird of Bucklaw is so impatient/ an- 
swered Caleb, still holding the dish with one hand, 
and the cover with the other, with evident reluc- 
tance to disclose the contents. 

<But what is it, a God's name— not a pair of 
clean spurs, I hope, in the border fashion of old 
times?* 

< Ahem! ahem!* reiterated Caleb* « your honour 
is pleased to be facetious— natheless J might pre- 
sume to say it was a convenient fashion, and used, 
as I have heard, in an honourable and thriving, 
family. But touching your present dinner, I judged 
that this being saint Magdalen's eve, who was a 
worthy queen of Scotland in her day, your honours 
might judge it decorous, if not altogether to fast, 
yet only to sustain nature with some slight reflec- 
tion, as ane saulted herring or the Tike/ And unco- 
vering the dish, he displayed four of the savoury 
fishes which he mentioned, adding, in a subdued 
tone, < that they were no just common herring nei- 
ther, being every ane melters* and sauted with 
uncommon care by the housekeeper (poor Mysie) 
for his honour's especial use/ 

'Out upon all apologies/ said the master, f let 
u& eat the herrings since there is nothing better to 
be had — but I begin to think with you, Bucklaw, 
that we are consuming the last green leaf, and that, 
in spite of the marquis's political machinations, we 
must positively shift camp for want of forage, with* 
out waiting the issue of them/ 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

• - ** 

Aye, and when huntsmen wind the merry horn, 

And from its covert starts the fearful prey, 

Who, warm*d with youth's blood in hi9 swelling Ve'in^V 

Would like a lifeless clod outstretched lie. 

Shut out from all the fair creation offers? 

Ethwald, Act: I. Scefie J. 

Light meals procure light slumbers; and theft* 
fore it is not surprising, that, considering the fare 
which Caleb's conscience, or his necessity, assum- 
ing, as will sometimes happen, that disguise, had 
assigned to the guests of Woll's Crag, their slumbers 
should have been short. 

In the morning Bucklaw rushed into his host's 
apartment with a loud halloo* which might have 
awaked the dead. 

< Up! up! in the name of heaven — the hunters 
are out, the only piece of sport I have seen this 
month; and you lie here, master, on a bed that has 
little to recommend it, except that it may be some- 
thing softer than the stone floor of your ancestors 9 
vault/ 

<I wish,* said Ravenswood, raiting his head 
peevishly, « you had forborne so early a jest,_Mr. 
Haystpn— it is really no pleasure to lose the Very 
short repose which! had just begun to enjoy, after 
a night spent in thoughts upon fortune far harder 
than my couch, Bucklaw/ 

« Pshaw! pshaw!' replied his guest, < get up*— get 
up— the hounds are abroad — I have saddled the 
horses myself, for old Caleb was calling for grooms 
and lackeys, and would never have proceeded With- 
out two hour's apology, for the absence of men that 
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were a hundred miles- off— get up, master — I say 
the bounds are out— get up; I say — the hunt is up/ 
And off ran Bucklaw. 

♦ And 1 say/ said the master, rising slowly, 
'that nothing can concern me less — Whose hounds 

. come so near us?' 

♦The honourable lord Bittlebrain's/ answered 
Caleb, who had followed the impatient laird of 
Bucklaw into his master's bed room, « and truly I 
ken nae title they have to be yowling and howling 
within. the freedoms and immunities of your lord- 
ship's right of free forestry/ 

♦Nor I, Caleb/ replied Ravenswood, ♦ excepting 
that they have bought both the lands and the 
right of forestry, and may think themselves enti- 
tled to exercise this rights they have paid their 
money for/ 

♦ It may be sae* my lord,' replied Caleb; ♦ but its 
no gentleman's deed of them to come here and 
exercfee such like rightr and your lordship living 
at your ain castle of Wolf's Crag. Lord Bit tie- 
brain would do weel to remember what his folks 
have been/ ■...*-■'. - 

♦ And we what we now are/ said the master, with 
suppressed bitterness of feeling. ♦ But reach me my 
cloak, Caleb, and I will indulge Bucklaw with a 
sight of this chase. It is selfish to sacrifice nay 
guest's pleasure to my own/ - " . 

♦ Sacrifice?' echoed Caleb, in a tone which seem- 
ed to imply the total absurdity of his master mak- 
ing the least concession in deference to any one— 
* Sacrifice indeed?— but I crave your tionour's par- 
don— ami whilk doublet is it your pleasure to 
wear?' 

♦Any one you will* Caleb— jay wardrobe, I 
suppose, is not very extensive/ 

♦ Not extensive?' echoed his assistant; <when 
f fitfre is the gray and silver that your lordship be- 
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stowed on Hew HiMebrand, your out-rider— trad 
the French velvet that went with my lord your 
father (be gracious to him) — my lord your father's 
auld wardrope to the puir friends of the family, 
and the drap-deberry' — 

' Which I gave to yoa, Caleb, and which, I sop. 
pose, is the only dress we have any chance to come 
at, except that I wore yesterday — pray, hand me 
that, and say no more about it 9 

• If your honour has a fancy,' replied Caleb, 
' and doubtless it 's a sad coloured suit, and you 
are in mourning — nevertheless I have never tryM 
on the drap de-berry — ill wad it become me-— and 
your honour having no change of claiths at this 
present — and it 's weel brushed, and as there are 
leddies down yonder* — 

'Ladies?* said Ravenswood; 'and what ladies? 9 

' What do I ken, your lordship? — looking down 
at them from the warden's tower; I could but see 
them glent by wi' their bridles ringing, and their 
feathers fluttering, like the court of Eifland.' 

♦Well, well, Caleb, 9 replied the master, 'help 
me on with my cloak, and hand me my sword belt. 
— What clatter is that in the court yard?* 

'Just Bucklaw bringing out the horses/ said 
Caleb, after a glance through the window, * as if 
there werena men aneugh in the castle, or as if I 
couldna serve the turn of ony o* them that are out 
o* the gate/ 

' Alas! Caleb, we should want little, if your abi- 
lity were equal to your will/ replied his master. 

'And I hope your lordship disna want that 
muckle/ said Caleb; ' for considering a* things, I 
trust we support the credit of the family as well as 
things will permit of. Only Bucklaw is aye sae 
frank and sae forward, and there he has brought 
out your lordship's palfrey without the saddle, be- 
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Iflg decored wi 9 the broidered sompter cloth, and I 
could haye brushed it in a minute/ 
: * It is alj very well/ said bis master, escaping 
from him, and descending the narrow and steep 
winding stair-case, which led to the court yard. 

A It may be a' very weel, 9 said Caleb, semewbat 
peevishly; « but if your lordship wad tarry a hit, I 
will tell you what will not be very weel. 9 

« And what is that? 9 said Ravenswood impatient- 
ly, but stopping at the same time, 

•Why* just that ye auld speer ony gentleman 
liame to dinner; for I canna make anither fast on 
a feast day, as when I cam ower Bucklaw wi? 
queen Margaret— and, to speak truth, if your lord- 
ship wad but please to cast yoursell in the way 
of dining wi 9 lord Bitilebrains, I'se warrand I wad 
cast about brawly for the morn; or if, stead o 9 that 
ye wad but dine wi 9 them at the change house, ye 
might mak your shift for the lawing; ye might say 
ye had forgot your pu*se— or that the carline awed 
you rent, and that ye wad allow it in the settle* 
meat/ 

« Or any other, He that came uppermost, I sup- 
poses 9 sa«d his master* 'Good bye. Caleb;. I com- 
mend your care for the honour of the family. 9 And, 
throwing himself on his horse, he followed Buck- 
law* who, at tbe manifest risk of his neck, had 
begun to gallop down the steep path which led to 
the toweor, as soon as he saw Ravenswood have his 
foot in the stirrup. 

Caleb Balderstone, looked anxiously after them, 
and shook his thin gray locks-*-* And I trust they 
will come to no evil — but they have reached the 
plain* and folks cannot say but that the horgeg are 
hearty and in spirit*.? 

Animated by the natural impetuosity and fire of 
his temper, young Bucklaw rushed on with the 
qareless speed uf a whirlwind. Ravenswood was 
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scarce more moderate in his pace, fop his was a 
mind unwillingly roused from contemplative inac- 
tivity, but which, when once put into motion, ac- 
quired a spirit of forcible and violent progression. 
Neither was his eagerness proportioned in all cases 
to the motive of impulse, but might be compared to 
the speed of a stone, which rushes with like fury down 
the bill, whether it was first put in motion by the 
arm of a giant or the hand of a boy. He felt, there- 
fore, in no ordinary degree, the headlong impulse 
of the chase, a pastime so natural to youth of all 
ranks, that it seems rather to be an inherent pas- 
sion in our animal nature, which levels all differ- 
ences of rank and education, than an acquired habit 
of rapid exercise. 

The repeated bursts of the French horn, which 
were then always used for the encouragement and 
• direction of the hounds— the deep, though distant 
baying of the pack— -the half-heard cries of the 
huntsmen — the half-seen forms which were dis- 
covered now emerging from glens which crossed 
the moor, now sweeping over its surface, now 
picking their way where it was impeded by mo- 
rasses, and, above all, the feeling of his own rapid 
motion, animated the master of Ravenswood, at 
least for the moment, above the recollections of a 
more painful nature by which he was surrounded. 
The first thing which recalled him to those un- 
pleasing circumstances was. feeling that his horse, 
notwithstanding all the advantages which he re- 
ceived from his rider's knowledge of the country, 
was unable to keep up with the chase. As he drew 
his bridle up with the bitter feeling that his poverty 
excluded him from the favourable recreation of his 
forefathers, and indeed their sole employment whea 
not engaged in military pursuits, he was accosted 
by a well-mounted stranger, who, unobserved, had 
kept near him during the earlier part of his career. 



The Bride of Lammemeor. m 

* Your horse is blown/ said the man, with a Com- 
plaisance seldom used in a hunting field; 'Might I 
crave yoar honour to make use of mine?* 

f» « Sir/ said Ravenswood, more surprised than 
pleased at sfrch a proposal, 4 l really do not know 
jnw I have merited such a favour at a stranger's 
tands/ 

* Never ask a question about it, master/ said 
Bucklaw, who with great unwillingness, had hither- 
to reined in bis own gallant steed, not to outride 
his host and entertainer. < Take the goods the gods 
provide yott f as the great John Dryden says— or 
stay— here, my friend, lend me that horse; I see 
you have been puzzled to rein him up this half 
hour. 1 '11 take the devil out of him for you* — Now* 
niaster, do you ride mine, which will carry you 
like an eagle/ 

And throwing the rein of his own horse to the 
master of Ravenswood, be sprung upon that which 
the stranger resigned to him, and continued bis 
career at full speed. 

*Was ever so thoughtless a being/ said the mas- 
ter; « and you, my friend, how could you trust him 
with your hors*?' 

♦The horse/ said the man, * belongs to a person 
who will make your honour, or any of your ho- 
nourable friends, most welcome to him, flesh and 
fell.' 

« And the owner's name is *-»— tasked Ravens- 
wood. ' 

" * Your honour roust excuse me, you will learn 
that from himself — if you please to take your friend's 
horse, and leave me your galloway, I will meet 
you after the fall of the stag, for I hear they are 
blowing him at bay/ 

< I believe, my friend, it will be the best way to 
recover your good horse for you/ answered Ra- 
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venswood; and mounting the nag of bis friend 
Bucklaw, he made all the haste in his power to the 
spot where the blast of the horn announced that 
the stag's career was nearly terminated* 

These jovial shouts were intermixed wjth fli6 
huntsmen's shouts of <Hyke a Talbot! Hyke * 
Teviot! now, boys, now!' and similar cheering hal- 
loas of the olden hunting field, to which the impa- 
tient yelling of the hounds, now close on the object 
of their pursuit, gave a lively and unremitting 
chorus. The straggling riders began now to rally 
towards the scene of action, collecting from differ- 
ent poiuts as to a common centre. 

Bucklaw kept the start which he bad gotten, and 
arrived first at the spot, where the stag, incapable 
of sustaining a more prolonged flight, had turned 
upon the bounds, and, in the hunter's phrase, was 
at bay. With his stately head bent down, his sides 
white with foam, his eyes strained betwixt rage and 
terror, the hunted animal had now in his turn be- 
come an object of intimidation to his pursuers. The 
hunters came up one by one, and watched an oppor- 
tunity to assail him with some advantage, which, in 
such circumstances, can only be done with caution. 
The dogs stood aloof and bayed loudly, intimating at 
once eagerness and fear, and each of the sportsmen 
seemed to expect that his comrade would take upon 
him the perilous task of assaulting and disabling 
the animal. The ground, which was a hollow in-the 
common or moor, afforded little advantage for ap- 
proaching the stag unobserved) and general was the 
shout Of triumph when Bucklaw, with the dexterity 
proper to an accomplished cavalier of the day, 
sprang from his horse, and dashing suddenly and 
swiftly at the stag, brought him to the ground. by a 
cut on the hind leg, with his short hunting sword* 
The pack rushing in upon their disabled enemy, 
soon ended his painful struggles, and solemnized 
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his fall with their clamour — the hunters with their 
horns and voices whooping and blowing a mart, or 
death-note, which resounded far aver the billows 
of the adjacent ocean. 

The huntsman then withdrew the hounds from 
the throttled stag, and on his knee presented his 
knife to a fair female form, on a white palfrey, 
whose terror, or perhaps her compassion, had till 
then kept her at some distance. She wore a black 
silk riding mask, which was then a common fashion, 
as well for preserving the complexion from sun and 
rain, as from an idea of decorum, which did not 
permit a lady; to appear bare-faced, while engaged 
in a boisterous sport, and attended by a promiscu- 
ous company. The richness of her dress, however, 
as well as the mettle and form of her palfrey, to- 
gether with the sylvan compliment paid to her by 
the huntsman, pointed her out to Bucklaw as the 
principal person in the field. It was not without a 
feeling of pity, approaching even to contempt, that 
this enthusiastic hunter observed |n>r refuse the 
huntsman's knife, presented to her for the purpose 
of making the first incision in the stag's breast, and 
thereby discovering the quality of the venison. Ho 
felt more than half inclined to pay his compliments 
to her; but it had been Bucklaw's misfortune, that 
bis habits of life had not rendered him familiarly 
acquainted with the higher and better classes of 
female society, so that, with all his natural auda- 
city, he felt sheepish and bashful when it became 
necessary to address a lady of distinction. 

Taking unto himself heart of grace (to use his 
own phrase,) he did at length summon up resolu- 
tion enough to give the fair huntress good time of 
the day, and trust that her sport had answered her 
expectation* Her answer was very courteously and 
modestly expressed, and testified some gratitude to 
the gallant cavalier, whose exploit had terminated 
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the chase so adroitly, when the hounds and hunts- 
naen seemed somewhat at a stand, 

< Uds daggers and scabbard, madam,' said Buck- 
law, whom this observation brought at once upon 
bis own ground, < there is no difficulty or merit in 
that matter at all, so that a fellow is not too much, 
afraid of having a pair of antlers in his guts. I have 
hunted at force five hundred times, madam; and I 
never yet saw the stag at bay, by land or water, 
but I durst have gone roundly in on him. It is all 
use and wont, madam; and I Ml tell you, madam, 
for all that, it must be done with good lieed and 
caution; and you will do well, madam, to have your 
hunting-sword both right sharp and double-edged, 
that you may strike either fore- handed or back-* 
handed, as you see reason, for a hurt with a buck's 
horn is a perilous and somewhat venomous matter/ 

* I am afraid, sir,' said the young lady, and her 
smile was scarce concealed by her vizard, < I shall 
have little use for such careful preparation. 5 

<But the gentleman says very right for all that, 
my lady, 5 said an old huntsman, who had listened 
to Bucklaw's harangue with no small edification; 
* and I have heard my father say, who was a fo- 
rester at the Cabrach, that a wild* boar's gaunch is 
more easily healed than a hurt from the deer's- 
horn, for so says the old woodsman's rhyme, 

*If thou be hurt with horn of hart, it brings thee to thy bier; 
JUut tusk of boar shall leeches heal — thereof have lesser fear/ 

«An I might advise,' continued Bucklaw, who 
was now in his element and desirous of assuming 
the whole management, < as the hounds are siirba- 
ted and weary, the head of the stag should be 
cabaged in order to reward them; and if I may 
presume to speak, the huntsman, who is to break 
up the stag, ought to drink to your good ladyship's 
health a good lusty bicker of ale, or a tass of bran- 
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dy; for if he breaks him up without drinking, the 
venison will not keep well/ 
j This very agreeable prescription received, as 
will be readily believed, ail acceptation from the 
huntsman, who in requital offered to Bucklaw the 
compliment of his knife, which the young lady had 
declined. This polite proffer was seconded by his 
mistress. 

<I believe, sir,' said she, withdrawing herself 
From the circle, < that my father, for whose amuse- 
ment lord Bittlebrain's hounds have been out to-- 
day, will readily surrender all care of these mat- 
ters to a gentleman of your experience/ 

Then, bending gracefully from her horse, she 
wished him good morning; and attended by one or 
. two domestics, who seemed immediately attached 
to her service, retired from the scene of action, to 
which Bucklaw, too much delighted with an op- 
portunity of displaying bis wood-craft to care about 
man or woman either, paid little attention; but was 
soon stript to his doublet, with tucked-up sleeves, 
and naked arms up to the elbows in blood and 
grease, slashing, cutting, hacking, and hewing, 
with the precision of sir Tristram himself, and 
wrangling and disputing with all around him con- 
cerning nombles, briskets, flankards, and raven- 
bones, then usual terms of the art of hunting, or of 
butchery, which ever the reader chuses to call it* 
which are now probably antiquated. 

When Ravenswood, who followed a short space 
behind his friend, saw that the stag had fallen, his 
temporary ardour for the chase gave way to that 
feeling of reluctance which he felt, at encountering 
in his fallen fortunes the gaze whether of equals or 
inferiors. He reined up his horse on the top of a 
gentle eminence, from which he observed the busy 
and gay scene beneath him, and be heard the 
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whoops of the huntsmen gayly mingled with the 
cry of the dogs, and the neighing and trampling of 
the horses. But these jovial sounds fell sadly on 
the ear of the ruined nobleman. The chase, with all 
its train of excitations, has ever since feudal times 
been accounted the almost exclusive privilege of 
the aristocracy, and was anciently their chief em- 
ployment in times of peace. The sense that he was 
excluded by his situation from enjoying the sylvan 
sport, which his rank assigned to him as a special 
prerogative, and the feeling that new men were 
now exercising it over the downs, which had been 
jealously reserved by his ancestors for their own 
amusement, while he, the heir of the domain, was 
fain to hold himself at a distance from their party, 
awakened reflections calculated to depress deeply a 
mind like Ravenswood's, which was naturally con- 
templative and melancholy. His pride, however, 
soon shook off this feeling of dejection, and it gave 
way to impatience upon finding that his volatile 
friend BuckUw, seemed in no hurry to return with, 
his borrowed steed, which Ravens wood, before 
leaving the field, wished to see restored to tire obli- 
ging owner. As he was about to move towards the 
group of aasenibled huntsmen, he was joined by a 
horseman, who like himself had kept aloof during 
the fall of the deer. 

This personage seemed stricken in years. He 
wore a scarlet cloak, buttoning high upon his face, 
and his hat was unlooped and slouched, probably 
by way of defence against the weather. His horse, 
a strong and steady palfrey, was calculated for a 
rider who proposed to witness the sport of the day, 
rather than to share it. An attendant waited- at 
some distance, and the whole equipment was that of 
an elderly gentleman of rank and fashion. He ac- 
costed Ravenswood very politely; but not without 
some embarrassment. ' You seem a gallant young 
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gentleman, sir/ he said, < and yet appear as indif- 
ferent to this brave sport as if you had ipy load of 
years on your shoulders.* 

*I have followed the sport with more spirit on 
other occasions/ replied the master; * at present 
late events in my family must be my apology — and 
besides/ he added, < I was but indifferently .mount- 
ed at the beginning of the sport.' 

< I think/ said the stranger, * one of my atten- 
dants had the sense to accommodate your friend 
with a horse.' 

<I was much indebted to his politeness and 
yours/ replied Ravenswood. «My friend is Mr. 
Hayston of Bucklaw, whom I dare say you will be 
sure to find in the thick of the keenest sportsmen. 
Be will return your servant's horse, and take my 
pouey in exchange — and will add/ he concluded, 
turning his horse's head, from the stranger, « his 
best acknowledgments to mine for the accommoda- 
tion.' 

The master of Ravenswood having thus express- 
ed himself began to move homeward, with the man- 
ner of one who has taken leave of his company. 
But the stranger was not so to be shaken off. He 
turned his horse at the same time, and rode in the 
same direction so near to tlie master, that, without 
out-riding him, which the formal civility of the 
time, and the respect due to the stranger's age and 
recent civility* would have rendered improper, he 
could not easily escape from his company. 

The stranger did not long remain silent. * This 
then/ he said* *is the ancient castle of Wolf's 
Crag, often mentioned in the Scotish records/ 
looking to the old tower then darkening under the 
influence of a stormy cloud, that formed its back 
ground; for at the distance of a short mile, the 
chase having been circuitous had brought the hun- 
ters back nearly to the point which they had at- 
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taitled when Ravenswood and Buck law set forth to 
join them. 

Ravenswood answered this observation with a 
cold and distant assent* 

< It was, as I have beard.' continued the stran- 
ger, unabashed by his coldness, < one of the most 
early possessions of „the honourable family of Ra- 
venswood.' 

« Their earliest possession,' answered the- mas- 
ter, «and probably their latest/ 

1 1 — I — I should hope not, sir/ answered the 
stranger, clearing his voice with more than one 
cough, and making an effort to overcome a certain 
degree of hesitation,— 'Scotland knows what she 
owes to this ancient family, and remembers their 
frequent and honourable achievements. I have little 
doubt, that, were it properly represented to her 
majesty that so ancient and noble a family were 
subjected to dilapidation— I mean to decay— means 
might be found, ad re-cedijicandam antiquum do* 
fnum 9 — **- 

< I will save you the trouble, sir, of discussing' 
this point farther/ said the master haughtily. ~« I 
am the heir of that unfortunate house-— I am the 
master of Ravenswood-— and you, sir, who seem to 
be a gentleman of fashion and education, must be 
sensible, that the next mortification after being un- 
happy, is the being loaded With undesired com- 
miseration.' 

«1 beg your pardon, sir,' said the eldest horse- 
man — * I did not know— I am sensible I ought not 
to have mentioned— nothing could be farther from 
my thoughts than to suppose' —— 

* There are no apologies necessary, sir,' answer- 
ed Ravenswood, «for here, I suppose, our roads 
separate, and I assure you that we part in perfect 
equanimity on my side.' 

At speaking these words, he directed his horse's 
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head towards a narrow causeway, the a»cient "ap- 
proach to Wolf 's Crag, of which it might be truly 
said, in the words of the Bard of ^Eope, that 

— ' Frequented by few was the grasa-cover'd road, 
Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode, 
To his hills that encircle the sea.' 

But ere he could disengage himself from his 
companion, the young lady we have already men-* 
£ioned came up to join the stranger, followed by 
her servants, 

< Daughter/ said the stranger to the masked 
damsel, 'this is the master of Ravens^ood.' 

It would have been natural that the gentleman 
should have replied to this introduction, but there 
was something in the graceful form and retiring 
modesty of the female to whom he was thus pre- 
sented, which not only prevented him from inquir- 
ing to whom, and by whom, the annunciation had. 
been made, but which even for the time struck him. 
absolutely mute. At this moment the cloud which 
had long lowered above the height on which Wolf's 
Crag is situated, and which now, as it advanced, 
spread itself in darker and denser folds both over 
land and sea, hiding the distant, objects and ob- 
scuring those which were nearer, turning the sea 
to a leaden complexion, and the heath to a darker 
brown, began now, by one or two distant peals, to 
announce the thunders with which it was fraught; 
while two flashes of lightning, following each other 
very closely, showed in the distance the gray tuiv^ 
rets of Wolf's Crag r and, more nearly, the rolling 
billows of the sea, crested suddenly with red and 
dazzling light. 

The horse of the fair huntress showed symptoms 
of impatience and restiveness, and it became im- 
possible for Ravenswood, as a man or gentleman, 
to leave her abruptly to the care of an aged father 
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or her menial attendants. He was, or believed him- 
self, obliged in courtesy to take hold of her bridle, 
and assist her in managing the unruly animal* 
While he was thus engaged, the old gentleman 
observed that the storm seemed to increase — -that 
they were far from lord Bittlebrain's, whose guests 
they were for the present — and that lie would be 
obliged to the master of Ravenswood to point him 
the way to the nearest place of refuge from the 
storm. At the same time he cast a wistful and em- 
barrassed look towards the tower of WolPs Crag, 
which seemed to render it almost impossible for 
the owner to avoid offering an old man and a lady, - 
in such an emergency, the temporary use of his 
house. Indeed, the condition of the young huntress 
rendered this courtesy indispensable} for, in the 
course of the services which he rendered, he could 
^not but* perceive that she trembled much, and was' 
extremely agitated, from her apprehensions, doubt- 
less, of tike coming storm. 

I know not if the master of Ravenswood shared 
her terrors, but he was not entirely free from 
something like a similar disorder of nerves, as he 
observed, «The tower of Wolf's Crag has nothing 
to offer beyond the shelter of its roof, but if that 
can be acceptable at such a moment' — he paused, 
as if the rest of the invitation stuck in his throat. 
But the old gentleman, his self-constituted com- 
panion, did nut allow him to recede from the invi- 
tation, which he had rattier suffered to be implied 
than directly expressed. 

«The storm, 'said the stranger, 'roust be an apo- 
logy for waving ceremony — his daughter's health 
was weak— she had suffered much from a recent 
alarm — -he trusted their intrusion on the master of 
Ravenswood's hospitality would not be altogether 
unpardonable in the circumstances of the case*— » 
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Ms child's safety must be dearer to him tbancer^ 
meny.' 

There was iu> room to retreat. The master ^>f 
Ravenswood led the way, continuing to keep hold 
of the Jady's bridle to prevent her horse from start- 
ing at some unexpected explosion of thunder. He 
was not so bewildered in his own hurried reftec* 
tions v but what be remarked, that the deadly pale- 
ness which had occupied her neck and temples, and 
such of her features as the riding-mask left exposed* 
gave place to a deep and rosy suffusion; and he felt 
with embarrassment that a flush was by tacit sym- 
pathy excited in his own cheeks. The stranger, 
with watchfulness which he disguised under appre- 
hensions for the safety of his daughter, continued to 
observe the expression of the master's countenance 
as they ascended the hill to Wolfs Crag. When 
they stood in front of that ancient fortress, Ra- 
venswood's emotions were ©f a very complicated 
description; and as he led the way into the rude 
court- yard, and halloo'd to Caleb to give atten- 
dance, there was a tone of sternness, almost of 
fierceness, which seemed somewhat alien from the 
courtesies of one who is receiving honoured guests; 

Caleb came, and not the paleness of the fair 
granger at the first approach of the thunder, nor 
the paleness of any other person, in any other cir- 
cumstances whatsoever, equalled that which over- 
came the thin cheeks of the disconsolate seneschal, 
when he beheld this accession of guests to the 
castle, and reflected that the dinner hour was fast 
approaching. < Is he daft?' he muttered to himself,— 
« is he clean daft a* thegither, to bring lords and 
leddies, and a host of folks behint them, and twal- 
o'clock chappit?' Then approaching the master, he 
craved pardon for having permitted the rest of his 
people to go out to see the hunt, observing, that 
« they wad never think of his lordship coming back 
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till mirk night, and that he dreaded they night 
play the truant-* 

« Silence, Balderstone!' said Ravenswood sternly; 
your folly is unseasonable. — * Sir and madam,' he 
said, turning to his guests, « this old man, and a 
yet older and more imbecile female domestic, form 
fny whole retinue. Our means of refreshing you 
are more scanty than even so miserable a retinue, 
and a dwelling so dilapidated, might seem to pro- 
mise you; but, such as they may chance to be, you 
may command them/ 

The elder stranger, struck with the mined and 
-even savage appearance of the tower, rendered still 
more disconsolate by the lowering and gloomy sky, 
and perhaps not altogether unmoved by the grave 
and determined voice in which their host addressed 
them, looked round him anxiously, as if he half 
repented the readiness with which he had accepted 
the offered hospitality. But there was now no op- 
portunity of receding from the situation in which 
he had placed himself* 

As for Caleb, he was utterly stunned by his 
master's public and unqualified acknowledgment 
of the nakedness of the land, that for two minutes 
he could only mutter within his hebdomadal beard, 
which had not felt the razor for six days, 'He's 
daft— clean daft— red wild, and awa' wi *t! But 
de'il bae Caleb Balderstone,' said he, collecting his 
powers of invention and resource, *if the family 
shall lose credit, if he were as mad as the seven 
wise masters/ He then boldly advanced, and in 
spite of his master's frowns and impatience, grave- 
ly asked, <if he should not serve up some slight 
refection for the youngleddy, and a glass oftokay, 
or old sack^-or* —-■ 

•Trace to this ill-timed foolery,' said the master 
sternly — « put the horses into the stable, and inter- 
rupt us no more with your absurdities/ 
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« Tour honour's pleasure is to be obeyed aboot* 
a' things/ said Caleb; nevertheless, as for the sack 
and tokay which it is not your noble guest's plea- 
sure to accept' — 

But here the voice of Bucklaw heard even above 
the clattering of hoofs and braying of bonis with 
which it mingled, announced that he was scaling 
the pathway to the tower at the head of the greater 
part of the gallant hunting train, 

'The de'il be in me/ said Caleb, taking heart in 
spite of this new invasion of Philistines, < if they 
shall beat me yet. The hellicat ne'er-do-weel!— to 
bring such a crew here, that will expect to find 
brandy as plenty as ditch-water, and he kenning 
sae absolutely the casein whilk we stand for the 
present. But I trow, could I get rid of these gaping 
gowks of flunkies that bae won into the court-yard 
at the back of their betters, as mony a man gets 
preferment, I could make a' right yet/ 

The measures which he took to execute this 
dauntless resolution, the reader shall learn in the 
jpext chapter. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

* 

With throat unslaked, with black lips baked, 
Agape they heard him call; 
Grameroy they for joy did grin, 
• And all at once their breath drew in 
As they had been drinking* all 

Coleridge's 'Mime of the Ancient Mariner. 9 

Hatston of Bucklaw was one of the thoughtless 
class who never hesitate between their friend and 
their jest. When it was announced that the princi- 
pal persons of the chase had taken their route to- 
wards Wolfs Crag, the huntsmen, as a point of 
civility, offered to transfer the venison to that 
mansion, a proffer which was readily accepted by 
Bucklaw, who thought much of the astonishment 
which their arrival in full body would occasion, 
poor did Caleb Balderstone, and very little of the. 
dilemma to which he was about to expose his friend 
the master, so ill circumstanced to receive such a 
party. But in old Caleb he had to do with a crafty 
and alert antagonist, prompt at supplying, upon ail 
emergencies, evasions and excuses suitable, as be 
thought, to the dignity of the family. 

< Praise be blessed!' said Caleb to himself, < ae 
leaf of the muckle gate has been swung to wi' yes- 
treen's wind, and I think 1 can manage to shut 
the ither.' 

But he was desirous, like a prudent governor, at 
the same time to get rid, if possible, of the internal 
enemy, in which light he considered almost every 
one who ate and drank, ere he took measures to ex- 
clude those whom their jocund noise now pronounced 
to be near at hand. He waited, therefore, with im- 
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patience until his master had shown his two prin- 
cipal guests into the tower, and then commenced 
his operations. 

< I think/ said he to the stranger menials, < that, 
as they are bringing the stag's head to the castle 
in all honour, we, who are in-dweliers, should re- 
ceive them at the gate/ 

The unwary grooms bad: no sooner hurried out, 
in compliance with this insidious bint, than one 
folding-door of the ancient gate being already 
closed by the wind, as has been already intimated, 
honest Caleb lost no time in shutting the other 
with a clang, which resounded from donjon -vault 
to battlement. Having thus secured the pass, lie 
forthwith indulged the excluded huntsmen in brief 
parley, from a small projecting window, or shofc 
hole, through which, in former days, the warders 
were wont to reconnoitre those who presented 
themselves before the gates. He gave them to un- 
derstand, in a short and pithy speech, that the 
gate of the castle was never on any account opened 
during meal-times — that his honour, the master of 
Ravenswood, and soihe guests of quality, had just 
sat down to dinner— that there was excellent 
brandy at the hostler-wife's at WolPs-hope down 
helow— and he held out some obscure hope that 
the reckoning would be discharged by the master; 
but this was uttered in a very dubious and oracular 
strain, for, like Louis XIV., Caleb Balderstone 
hesitated to carry finesse so far as direct false- 
hood, and was content to deceive", if possible, 
without directly lying. 

This annunciation was received wi|h surprise by 
some, with , laughter by others, and with dismay 
by the expelled lackeys, who endeavoured to de- 
monstrate that their right of re-admission, for the 
purpose of waiting upon their master and mistress, 
was at least indisputable. But Caleb was not in a 
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humour to understand or admit any distinctions. 
He stuck to his original proposition with that dog- 
ged, but convenient pertinacity, which is armed 
against all conviction and deaf to all reasoning. 
Bucklaw now came from the rear of the party* and 
demanded admittance in a very angry tone; But 
the resolution of Caleb was immovable. 

« If the king on the throne were at the gate,' he 
declared, * that bis ten fingers should never open it 
contrair to the established use and wont of the 
family of Ravenswood, and his duty as their head 
servant.' 

Bucklaw was now extremely incensed, and with 
more oaths and curses than we care to repeat, de- 
clared himself most unworthily treated, and de- 
manded peremptorily to speak with. the master of 
Ravenswood himself. But to this also Caleb turned 
a deaf ear. 

«He 9 s as soon a-blcezc as a tap of tow the lad 
Bucklaw/ he said, < but the de'il of ony master's 
face be shall see till he has slcepit and w^ken'd 
on *t. He .?ll ken himsel better the morn 's morn- 
ing. It sets the like of him, to be bringing a crew 
of drunken hunters hero 9 when he kens there is but 
little preparation to sloken his ain drought.' And 
he disappeared from the window, leaving them all 
to digest their exclusion as they best might. V 

But another person, of whose presence, Caleb, 
in the animation of the debate, was not aware, had 
listened in silence to its progress. This was the 
principal domestic of the stranger— a man of trust 
and consequence— the same, who, in the hunting 
field, had accommodated Bucklaw with the use of 
his horse. He was in the stable when Caleb had 
contrived the expulsion of Ms fel!ow*servants, and 
thus avoided sharing the same fate from which his 
personal importance would certainly not have 
otherwise saved him* 
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This persoaage perceived the manoeuvre of Ca- 
leb, easily appreciated the motive of his conduct, 
and knowing; bis master's intentions towards the 
family of Ravenswood, had no difficulty as to the 
line of conduct he ought to adopt. He took the 
place of Caleb (unperceived by the latter,) at the 
post of audience which he had just left, and an- 
nounced to the assembled domestics, 'that it was 
liis master's pleasure that lord Bittlebrain's retinue 
and his own should go down to the adjacent 
Change house, and call for what refreshments they 
might have occasion for, and he should take care 
to> discharge the lawing.' 

The jolly troop of huntsmen retired from the 
inhospitable gate of Wolf's Crag, execrating, as 
they descended the steep pathway, the niggard and 
unworthy disposition of the proprietor, and damn* 
ing, with more than sylvan license, both the castle 
and its inhabitants. Bucklaw, with many qualities 
which would have made him a man of worth and 
judgment in more favourable circumstances, had 
been so utterly neglected in point of education, that 
he was apt to think and feel according to the ideas 
of- the companions of this pleasures* The praises 
Which had recently been heaped upon himself fee 
contrasted with the general abuse now levelled 
against Ravenswood — he recalled to his mind the 
dull and monotonous days he had spent in the 
tower of Wolf's Crag, compared with the joviality 
of his usual life — he felt, with great indignation, 
his exclusion fi*p#n the castle, which he considered 
as a gross affront, and every mingled feeling led 
Jum to break off the union which he had formed 
with the master of Ravenswood. 

On arriving at the Change-house *>f the village 
of Wolf's-hope, he unexpectedly ntet with &t* old 
acquaintance just alighting from bis horse. This 
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was no other titan the very respectable captain 
Craigengelt, who immediately came up to him* 
and without appearing to retain any recollection of 
the indifferent terms on which they had parted., 
shook him by the hand in the warmest manlier 
possible. A warm grasp of the- hand was what 
Bucklaw could never help returning with cordial- 
ity, and no sooner had Craigengelt felt the pressure 
of his fingers than he knew the terms on which he 
stood with him. 

'Long life to you, Bucklaw/ he exclaimed; 
'there 's life for honest folks in this bad world yet!* 
The Jacobites at this period, with what propriety 
I know not, used, it must be noticed, the term of 
honest men as peculiarly descriptive of their own * 
party. 

, 'Ay, and for others besides, it seems,' answered 
Bucklaw; 'otherways how came you to venture 
hither, noble captain?' 

«Who — I?— I am an free as the wind at Martin- 
mas, that pays neither land rent nor annual; all is 
explained— all settled with the honrstold dtivelkrs 
yonderofauldReekie-i-Pooh!pooh! they dared not 
keep me a week of days in durance. A certain per- 
son has better friends among them than you wot 
of, and can serve a friend when it is least likely/ 
« Pshaw!' answered fiayston, who perfectly knew 
and thoroughly despised the character of this man, 
«none of your cogging gibberish — tell me truly, 
are you at liberty and in safety?' 

< Free and safe as a whig baillie on the causeway 
of his own borough, or a canting presbytertan 
minister in his own pulpit — and I came to tell you 
that you need not remain in hiding any longer.' 

'Then I suppose you call yourself my friend, 
captain Craigengelt?' said Bucklaw. 

'Friend!' replied Craigengelt, « my cock of the 
pit? why, I am thy very Achates, man, as I have 



The Bride of Lammermoor. 159 

h&trd scholars say— -hand and glove— -bark and 
tree— thine to life and death/ 

• I'll try that In a moment/ said BuckJaw. 
«Thoa art never without money, however thou 
contest by it.— Lend me two pieces to wash the 
dust out of these honest fellows' throats, in the first 
place, and then' — — 

*Two pieces! — twenty are at thy service* my 
lad— and twenty to back them/ 

< Ay — say you so?' said Bucklaw, pausing, for 
his natural penetration led him to suspect some 
extraordinary motive lay couched under such an 
excess of generosity. * Graigengelt, you are either 
an honest feHow in right good earnest, and I scarce 
know how to believe that — or you are cleverer than 
I took you for, and I scarce know how to believe 
that either/ 
. * Uun n'empeche pas Vautre, 9 said Graigengelt, 

* touch and try — the gold is good as ever was 
weighed/ 

He put a quantity of gold pieces into Bucklaw's 
hand, which he thrust into his pocket without either 
counting or looking at them, only observing, < that 
he was so circumstanced that lie must enlist, though 
the devil offered the press-money*' and then turn- 
ing to the huntsmen, he called out, 'Come along, 
my lads— all is at my cost/ 

* Long life to Bucklaw! 9 shouted the men of the 
chase. 

« And d n to him that takes his share of the 

sportr and leaves the hunters as drjr as a drum- 
head/ added another by way of corollary. 

* The house of Ravenswood was once a glide and 
an honourable bouse in this land/ said an old man, 

* but it 's lost its credit this day, and the master has 
shown himself no better than a greedy cullion/ 

. And with this conclusion, which was unanimous- 
ly agreed to by ail that heard it, they rushed tumal- 
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tuously into the house of entertaiiinient, where they 
revelled till a late hour. The jovial temper of Buck- 
law seldom permitted him to he nice in the choice 
of his associates; and on the present occasion, 
when bis joyous debauch received additional zest 
from the intervention of an unusual space of sobri- 
ety, and almost abstinence, he was as happy in 
leading the revels, as it' his comrades had been sons, 
of princes. Craigengelt had his own purposes* in 
fooling him up to the top of his bent; and having 
some low humour, much impudence, and the power 
of singing a good song, understanding besides tho- 
roughly the disposition of his regained associate, 
he readily succeeded in involving him bunjpetvdeep 
in the festivity of the meeting. 

A very different scene was in the meantime pass- 
ing in tlie tower of Wolf's Crag. When the uiasr 
ter of Ravenswood left the courtyard, too much 
busied with his own perplexed reflections to pay 
attention to the manoeuvre of Caleb, he ushered 
bis guests into the great half of the castle. 

The indefatigable Balderstooe, who, from rltoke 
or habit, worked on from morning to night, had, 
by degrees, cleared this desolate apartment of the 
confused reliques of the funeral hanquet, and re* 
Btored it to soiue order. But not all. bis skill and 
labour, in disposing to advantage the iitUe turni- 
ture which remained, could remove the dark and 
disconsolate appearance of those ancient and dis- 
furniahed walls. The narrow windows flanked by 
deep indentures into the wall, seemed formed ra- 
ther to exclude than to admit the cheerful light; 
and the heavy and gloomy appearance of tlfce thun- 
der-sky added still further to the obscurity. 

As Ravenswood, with the grace of a gallant of 
that period, but not without a certain stiffness and 
embarrassment of manners, handed the youngJady 
to the upper end of the apartment, her lather re- 
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maiticd standing more near to the door, as if about 
to disengage himself from his hat and cloak. At 
this moment the clang of the portal was heard, a 
sound at which the stranger started, stepped has- 
tily to the window, and looked with an air of alarm 
at Raven&wood, when he saw that the gate of the 
court was shut, And his domestics excluded. 

« Yon have nothing to fear, sir/ said Ravens- 
wood, gravely* «this roof retains the means of 
giving protection, though not welcome. Methihks,* 
he added, « it is time that I should know who they 
are that have thus highly honoured my ruined 
dwelling?' 

The young lady remained silent and motionless, 
and the father, to whom the question was more di- 
rectly addressed, seemed in the situation of a per- 
former who has ventured to take upon himself a 
part which he finds himself unable to perform, and 
who comes to a pause when it is most to lie expect- 
ed that he should speak. While he endeavoured to 
cover his embarrassment with the exterior ceremo- 
nials of a well-bred demeanour, it was obvious, 
that in making his bow, one foot shuffled forward, 
as if to advance—the other backward, as if with 
the purpose of escape— and as he undid the cape 
of his coat* and raised his beaver from his face, his 
fingers fumbled as if the one had been linked with 
rusted it on,, or the other had weighed equal with a \ 
stone of lead. Tike darkness of the sky seemed to 
increase, as if to supply the want of those mu flings 
which he laid aside with such evident reluctance. 
.The impatience of, Ravenswood increased also in 
proportion to the delay of the stranger, and he ap- 
peared to labour under agitation, though probably 
from a very different cause. He laboured to re- 
strain his desire to speak, while the stranger, to alt 
appearance, was at a loss for words to express 
what he felt it necessary to say. At length 8$* 
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vens wood's impatience broke the hounds he had 
imposed upon it. 

« 1 perceive,' he said* * that sir William Asbton 
is unwilling to announce himself in the castle of 

Wolf's Crag.' 

* 1 had hoped it was unnecessary/ said the lord 
keeper, relieved from his silence, as a spectre by 
the voice of the exorcist; f and I am obliged to you, 
master of Ravenswood, for breaking the ice at 
•once, where circumstances — unhappy oircurastaiir 
ces let nle call them— rendered self-mtroduction 
peculiarly awkward.* 

« And I am not then,' said the master of Ravens- 
wood, gravely, <to consider the honour of this visit . 
as purely accidental.' 

♦Let us distinguish a little,? — said the keeper, 
assuming an appearance of ease which perhaps his 
heart was a straugec to; « this is an honour which 
I have eagerly desired for some time, but which I 
might never have obtained, save for the accktent 
of the storm. My daughter and I are alike grateful 
for this opportunity of thanking the brave man, to 
whom she owes her life and I mine.' 

The hatred which divided the great families in 
the feudal times hat) lost little of its bitterness, 
though it no longer expressed itself in deeds of 
open violence. Hot the feelings wluch Ravenswood 
had begun to entertain towards Lucy Ashton, not 
the hospitality due to his guests, were able entirely 
to subdue, though they warmly combated* the tleep 
passions which arose within him, at beholding his 
father's foe standing in the hail of the family of 
which he had in a great measure accelerated the 
ruin. His looks glanced from the father to the 
daughter with an irresdution, of which sir William 
Asbton did not think it proper to await the conclu- 
sion, lie had now disembarrassed himself of his 
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riding-dress, and walking up to his daughter, he 
undid the fastening of her mask. 

* Lucy,- my love/ be said, raising her, and lead- 
ing her towards Ravenswood, «iay aside your' 
mask> and let us express our gratitude to the mas- 
ter openly and barefaced/ 

« If he will condescend to accept ft/ was all that 
Lucy uttered, but in a tone so sweetly modulated, 
and which seemed to imply at once a feeling and a 
forgiving of the cold reception td which they were 
exposed, that, coming from a creature so innocent 
and so beautiful, lier words cut Ravenswood to the 
very heart for his harshness. He muttered some- 
thing of Surprise, something of confusion, and, 
ending with a warm and eager expression of his 
happiness at being able to afford her shelter under 
his roof^ he saluted her, as the ceremonial of the 
time enjoined upon Such occasions. Their cheeks 
had touched and were withdrawn from each other 
—Ravenswood had not quitted the hand which he 
had taken in kindly courtesy* — a blush which at- 
tached more consequence by far than was usual to 
such ceremony still mantled on Lucy AshtonV 
beautiftd cheek, -when the apartment was suddetily 
illuminated by a flash of lightning, which seemed 
absolutely td swallow the darkness of the hall. 
Every object might have been for an instant seen 
distinctly. The slight and half-sinking form of 
Lucy Ashton, the well-proportioned and stately 
figure of Ravenswood, his dark features, and the 
fiery, yet irresolute expression of his eyeSj— the 
old- arms and scutcheons which hung ort the walls 
of the apartment, were for an instant distinctly 
visible td the keeper by a strong red brilliant glare 
of /light. Its disappearance Was almost instantly 
followed by a burst of thunder; for the storm-cloud 
was very near the castle; and the peal was so sud- 
den and dreadful, that the old tower rocked to its 
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foundation, awl every inmate concluded it was fail- 
ing upon them. The soot, which had not been dis- 
turbed for centuries, sliowered down the huge tun - 
neHed chimnies — lime and dust flew in clouds from 
the wail; and whether the lightning had actually 
struck the castle, or whether through the violent 
concussion of the air* several heavy stones were 
hurled from the mouldering battlements into the 
roaring sea beneath. It might seem as if the an- 
cient founder of the castle were bestridding the 
thunder-storm, and proclaiming his displeasure at 
the reconciliation of his descendant with the enemy 
of his house. 

The consternation was general, and it required 
the efforts of both the lord keeper and Ravenswood 
to keep Lucy from fainting. Thus was the master 
a second time engaged in the most delicate and 
dangerous of all tasks, that of affording support 
and assistance to a beautiful and helpless being, 
whose idea, as seen before in a similar situation, 
had already become a favourite of bis imagination, 
both when awake and when slumbering. IF the 
Genius of the house really condemned a union be- 
twixt the master and his fair guest, the means by 
which he expressed his sentiments were as unhap- 
pily chosen as if he had been a mere mortal. The 
train of little attentions, absolutely necessary to 
sooth the young lady's mind, and aid her in Com- 
posing her spirits, necessarily threw the master of 
fiavenswood into such an intercourse with her fa- 
ther, as was calculated, for the moment at least, to 
break down the barrier of feudal enmity which di- 
vided them. T6 express himself churlishly, or even 
coldly, towards an old man, whose daughter (and 
such a daughter) lay before them, overpowered 
with natural terror— and all thjs under his own 
roof— the thing was impossible; and by the time 
that Lucy, extending a hand to each, was able to 
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thank them for their kindness, the master felt that 
his sentiments of hostility towards the lord keeper 
were by no means those most predominant in bis 
bosom. 

The weather, her state of health, the absence of 
her attendants, al) prevented the possibility of 
Lucy Ashton renewing her journey to Bittiehrain's 
house, which was fid! live mifeft distant; and the 
master of Ravenswood could not but in common 
courtesy, offer the shelter of his roof for the rest 
of the day and for the night. But a flush of less 
soft expression, a look much more habitual to bis 
features, resumed predominance when he mention- 
ed how meanly he was provided for the entertain- 
ment of his guests. 

< Do not mention deficiencies/ said the lord 
keeper, eager to interrupt him and prevent his re- 
suming an alarming topic; < you are designed for 
the continent, and your house is probably for the 
present unfurnished. AH this we understand; but 
if you mention inconvenience, you -will oblige us 
to seek accommodations in the hamlet/ 

As the master of Ravenswood was about to re- 
ply, the door of the hall opened, and Caleb Bal- 
derstorie rushed in. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Let them have meat enough, woman— half a hem 
There he old rotten pilchards-— put them off too; 
Tig but a little* new anointing of them, 
And a strong onion, that confounds their savour, 

love's Pilgrimage. 

>* * 

The thunder-bolt, which had stunned all who 
were within hearing of it, had only served to 
awaken the hold and inventive genius of the flower 
of Majors-Domo. Almost before the clatter had 
ceased, and while there was yet scarce an assu- 
rance whether the castle was standing or falling, 
Caleb exclaimed, 'Heavens be praised!— tibis 
Comes to hand like the boul of a pint-stoup.* He 
then barred the kitchen door in the face of the lord 
keeper's servant, whom be perceived returning 
from the party at the gate, and muttering, 'how 
the de'il came he in?— but de'il may cafe — Mysie, 
what are ye sitting snaking and greeting in the 
cbimney-nuik for? Come here— or stay where ye 
are, and skirl as loud as ye can— it's a 9 ye 'reguid 
for— I say, ye auld devil, skirl— skirl— louder— * 
louder — woman !*~-gar the gentles hear ye in the 
ha'— I have heard ye as far off as the Bass for a 
less matter. And stay — down wi' that crockery' — 
And with a sweeping blow, he threw down from 
a shelf some articles of pewter and earthen ware. 
He exalted his voice amid the clatter, shouting and 
roaring in a manner which changed Mysie's hys- 
terical apprehensions of the thunder into fears that 
her old fellow-servant was gone distracted. 'He 
lias dung down a' the bits o 9 pigs too— the only 
thing we had left to baud a soup milk — and he has 
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Spilt the batted fcitt that was for the master's din- 
ner. Merey save us, the auld man's ga'en wud w? 
the thum^r!' 

< Haud your tongue, ye b— >— ,' said Caleb, in 
the impetuous and overbearing triumph of success- 
ful invention, « a's provided now-— dinner and a* 
thing— the thuriner's done a' in a clap of a 
hand!*-*-. 

•"• « Puir man, he *s muckle astray,* said Mysie* 
looking at him with a mixture of pity and alarm; 
'1 wish he may ever come hame to himsel again.' 

< Here, ye auld doited deevi],' said Caleb, still 
exulting in his extrication from a dilemma Which 
seemed insurmountable; < keep the strange mail 
out of the kitchen— swear the thunner came down 
the chimley, and spoiled the best dinner ye ever 4 
dressed^beef— bacon— kid— lark— leVeret— -wild- 
fowl— venison, and what not. Lay it on thick, and 
never mind expenses* I'll awa' up to the ha'— - 
make a* the confusion ye can— but be sure ye keep 
out the strange servant.' 

With these charges to his ally, Caleb posted up 
to the hall, but stopping to reconnoitre through ail 
aperture, which time,: for the convenience of many 
a domestic in succession, had made in the door, 
and perceiving the^ituation of miss Ashton, he had 
prudence enough to make a pause, both to avoid 
adding to her alarm, and in order to secure atten- 
tion to his account of the disastrous effects of the 
thunder. 

But when he perceived that the lady Was re- v 
covered, and heard the conversation turn upon the 
accommodation and refreshment which the castle 
afforded, he thought it time to burst into the room 
in the manner announced in the last chapter. 

■« Wull a wins!— wull a wins!— such a misfortune 
tobefa' the house of Ravenswood, and 1 live to 
sceitl* 
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/What is the matter, Caleb?' said Ma master, 
somewhat alarmed in bis turn; < bus any .part of the 
castle fallen? 9 ::h 

« Castle fa*an— na, but the sate 's fa'a«, and the 
tfannner 'a come right down the kitchen4iwan, and 
the things are a 9 lying here awa% there awa% like 
the laird o 9 Hotchpotch's land&-^-a»td wi 5 hi*ave 
guesta of honour and quality to entertain, 9 -^ low 
bow here to sir William Ashton and his daughter*—- 
« and naetbing left in the- house fit to present for 
dinner— or for supper either, for aught that I can 
see. 9 

*I verily believe you, Caleb/ said Ravenswood 
drUy. 

. JBalderstone here turned to his master aiudf-np? 
braiding, half-imploring countenance, and edged 
towards him as he. repeated, «.ft was »ae great 
patter of preparation; but just something added to 
your honour's ordinary coarse of fare— -peUy cover, 
as they say at the Louvre— three courses and the 
fruit 9 

♦ Keep your intolerable nonsense to yourself, 
yon old fool,* said Ravenswood, mortified at his 
officiousness, yet not knowing how to contradict 
him, without the risk of giving rise to scenes yet 
more ridiculous. 

Caleb saw his advantage, and resolved to im* 
prove it. But first, observing that the lord keeper's 
servant entered the apartment, and spoke apart 
with his master, be took the same opportunity to 
whisper a few words into Ravenswood^ ear— - 
< Hand your; tongue for heaven's, sake, sir-^4f -it '& 
my pleasure to hazard my soul in telling lies for 
tj»e honour of the family, it 's nae business of 
yours— and if ye let ma gang oh quietly, I'se be 
moderate in my banquet; bat if ye contradict me, 
4fi*il bat I dress ye a dinner fit for a duke/ 
Ravens wood, in fact, thought it would be best to 
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let bis officious . butler run on, who proceeded to 
enumerate upon his fingers,-*-' No rauckie provi- 
sion- -might hae served four persons of honour,—' 
first course,- capons in white broth— roast kid— 
bacon with reverence— second course, roasted leve- 
rit— butter crabs— a veal fiorentine-^third course, 
blackcock— it *a black eneugh now wi 9 the stite— 
plumdamas~-a tart—a flam— and some nonsense 
sweet things, and comfits— and that *s a% he said, 
seeing the impatience of his roaster; 'that 's just a' 
was o *t—forbye the apples and pears** 

Miss Ashton liad by degrees gathered her spi- 
rits, so far as to pay some attention to what was 
going on j and observing the restrained impatience 
of Ravenswood, contrasted with the peculiar de* 
termination of manner with which Caleb detailed 
iiis imaginary banquet, the whole struck her as so 
ridiculous, that, despite every effort to the contrary, 
she burst into a fit of incontrollahle laughter, in 
which she was joined by her father, though with- 
more moderation, and finally by the master of Ra- 
venswood himself, though conscious that the jest 
was at his own expense. Their mirth— *for a scene 
which we read with little emotion often appears 
extremely ludicrous to the spectators— made the 
old vault ring again. They ceased— they renew- 
ed— they ceased— they renewed again their shouts ■ 
of laughter! Caleb in tire meantime stood his ground 
with a grave, angry, and scornful dignity, which 
greatly enhanced the ridicule of the scene, and the* 
mirth of the spectators* 

At length, when the voices, and nearly the ,. 
strength of the laughers, were exhausted, he ex- 
claimed with very little ceremony, 'The de'il 'sin 
the gentles] they breakfast sae lordly, that the loss 
of the best dinner ever cook pat fingers to, makes 
them as merry as if it were the best jeest in a' 
. • . :■. ... ;- . ' 'N 2 - •- 
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Geerge Bachanan. If there was as little in your 
iioixnutt? warned as tfecr© is m Caleb Balderstont?s, 
leas cackling wad serve ye on sic a gravamimnis 



Caleb's blwit expression of resentment again 
awakened the < mirth «f the company, which* fey 
the way r he regarded not only as an aggression 
upon the diguity of the family, but a special cen- 
tempt of the eloquence witb whicfe he himseirh*d 
summed up the extent of their supposed losses;— 
« a description of a dinner/ as he eoid afterwawfe 
to Mysies ' that wad hae made a tv£ man hungry, 
end them to sit there laughing at it/ < • . - 

* But/ said miss Ashton, composing her coimte- 
fiance as will us she could, < are fill theac delicacies 
so totally destroyetl, thAt no scrap canbecolJected?* 

* Collected, my leddy! what wad ye colteet oat 
of the sute and the a&tf Ye may gang down youir- 
sell, and look into our kitchen-^the cookmaid in 
4Iwi trembling exies— the gtfde v tvers lying If 
about--heef-— capons and white broth— ftorentttJe 
and fams— bacon wi' re verence, and a' the sweet 
confections and whim-whauisj ye '11 se$ titfm tf 
my feddy-*4hi* is/ said he* correcting himself, 
«ye 'II iw> see oity of them how* for the cook ftfts 
sweeped them *p, as Was wee! her part; hut ye *H 
see the white bi<oth where rt was spilt. I pat my 
fingers in it, and it tastes as like sour-tnilk as ony 
thing else; if that isna the effect of thunoer, I kenna 
what is— This gentleman here couldna hut bear 
the clash of our haill dishes, china and silver the- 

The lord kec^r's domestic, though a atatesmatr'a 
attendant, and of course trained to command his 
countenance upon all occasions, was somewhat 
discofnposed by this appeal, to which he ©hly an* 
swered hy a bow- < , 

<I think, Mr. butler/ said t]xt lord keeper, who 
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Ve^an td be afraid lest the prolongation of this 
scene should at length displease Ravenswood,— < I 
think, that were you to retire with my servant 
Lockhard— he has Ravelled, and is quite accus- 
tomed to accidents and contingencies of every 
kind, and I hope betwixt you, you may find out 
some mode of supply at this emergency.' 
- « His honour kens/ said Caleb, who, however 
hopeless of himself of accomplishing what was 
desirable, would, like the high-spirited elephant, 
rather have died in the eflfbrt, than brooked the aid 
of a brother in commission,- < his honour kens weel 
I need nae counsellor, when the honour of the bouse 

is concerned/ 

*l Should be unjust if 1 denied it, Caleb/ Said 
his master; < but your art ties chiefly in making 
apologies, upon which we can no more dine, than 
upon the bill of fare of our thunder-blasted dinned 
Now, possibly , Mr* Lockhard's talent may consist 
in finding some substitute for that, which certainly 
is not, and has in all probability nerer been/ 

«Your honour is pleased to be facetious/ said 
Caleb, * &ut I am sure, th At for the warst, for a walk 
as far as WdPs-hope, I could dine forty men,*— 
ho that the folk there deserve your honour's* cus- 
tom/ They hae been ill advised in tile matter of 
the duty-eggs and butter, 1 winna deny that/ 

* Do go consult together/ said the master, « go 
down to the viHage, and do tire best you can. We 
imist not let our guests remain without refresh- 
ment, to save the honour of a ruined family. And 
he*e, Cateh-— take my purse; I believe that wilt 
provs your best ally/ 

^Purse! purse, indeed!* quoth Caleb, indignantly 
flinging out of the room,— * what siild I do w«* 
your honour's purse, on your ain grund? I trust 
we are no to pay for our ain?' 

The servants left the hall; and the door was no 
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sooner shut, than the lord keeper began to apolo* 
gize for the rudeness of his mirth; and Lucy ta 
hope she had given no pain or offence to the kind* 
hearted faithful old man. 

< Caleb and I mast both learn, madam, to under- 
go with good humour, or at least with patience, 
the ridicule which every where attaches itself to 
poverty,* , 

« You do yourself injustice, master of Ravens* 
wood, on my word of honour/ answered his elder 
guest. 'I believe I know more of your affairs than 
you do yourself, and I hope to show you, that I 
am interested in them; tod that-~in short, that 
your prospects are better than you apprehend. In 
the mean time, I can conceive nothing so respecta- 
ble, as the spirit which rises above misfortune, and . 
prefers honourable privations to debt or depem 
deuce.* --•.-'- " : ■-.'■ - - -; -,' 

Whether from fear of offending the delicacy, or 
awakening the pride of tlie master, the lord keeper 
made these allusions with an appearance of fearful 
and hesitating reserve, and seemed to be afraid 
that he was intruding too far, in venturing to 
touch, however lightly, upon such a topic, even 
When the master had led to it. In short, h$ appear- 
ed at once pushed on by his desire of appearing 
friendly, and held back by the fear of intrusion. It 
was no wonder that the master of Ravenswood, 
little acquainted as he then was with life, should 
have given this consummate courtier credit for 
more sincerity than was probably to be found in a 
score of his cast. He answered, however, with 
reserve, that he was indebted to all who might 
think Well of hint; and, apologizing to his guests, 
he left the hall, in order to make such arrange- 
ments for their entertainment as circumstance* 
admitted. 
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Uptwi consul ting with old Mysle* the acom nida- 
tions for the night were ^a#Hy completed, -as indeed 
they admitted of IfttUt choice* The roaster surren- 
dered his apartment for the use of miss Ashton, 
and Mysie, (once a person of consequence) dressed 
in a black satin gown which had belonged of yore 
to the master's grandmother, and bad figured in 
the court balls of Henrietta Maria, went to attend 
her as lady's maid. He next inquired after Buck- 
law, and understanding he was at the Change- 
house with the huntsmen and some companions, 
lie desired Caleb to call there and acquaint him 
how he was circumstanced at Wolf's Crag— td 
intimate to him it would be most convenient if he 
Could find a bed in the hamlet, as the elder guest 
must necessarily be quartered in the secret cham- 
ber, the only spare bedroom which could he made 
fit to receive him* The master saw no hardship in 
passing the night by the hall fire, wrapt in his 
campaign cloak; and to Scotish domestics of the 
day, even of the highest rank, nay, to young men 
of family or fashion, on any pinch, clean straw, 
or a dry liay-Ipft, was always held good night 
quartet's. 

For the rest, Lockhard had his master's orders 
to bring some venison from the inn, and Caleb was 
to trust to his wits for the honour of the family. 
The master, indeed, a second time held out his 
purse; but, as it was in siojjit of the strange ser- 
vant, the butler thought himself obliged to decline 
what his fingers itched to clutch. «Couldna he hae 
slippit it gently into my band?' said Caleb— < but 
his honour will never learn how to bear hims^l in 
siccan cases.' 

Mysie, in the meantime, according to a Uniform, 
custom in remote place* in Scotland, offered the 
strangers the produce of her little dairy, « while 
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better meat was getting ready/ And according to 
another custom, not yet wholly in desuetude, as 
the storm was now drifting off to leeward, the 
master carried the keeper to the top of his highest 
tower to admire a wide and waste extent of: view, 
and to < weary for his dinner/ 
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CHAPTER XI. 

' Now dame,' quoth he, ' Je vous dis sans doute, 
Had 1 nought of a capon but the liver, 
AnoVof your white bread nought but a shiver, 
; And after that a roasted pigge's head, 
(But I ne wold for me nd beast were dead) 
Then had 1 with you homely sufieraunce. , 

Chaucir, Summer** Tale. 

It was not without some secret misgivings that 
aleb set out upon his exploratory expedition. In 
ct, it was attended with a treble difficulty. He 
ired not tell his master the offence which he had 
at morning given to Bucklaw, (just for the ho- 
>ur of the family,)-^he dared not acknowledge he 
id been toa hasty in refusing the purse— and, 
irdly, he was somewhat apprehensive of unplea- 
mt consequences upon his meeting Hayston under 
ie impression of an affront, and probably by this 
me under the influence also of no small quantity 
fbrandy. v 

Caleb, to do him justice, was as bold as any lion 
r here the honour of the family of Ravenswood was 
oncer ned, but his was that considerate valour 
rhlcli does not delight in unnecessary risks/This, 
owever, was a secondary consideration, the main 
oint was to veil the indigence of the housekeeping 
,t the castle, and to make good his vaunt of the 
heer which his resources could procure, without 
^ockhard's assistance, and without supplies from* 
lis master. This was as prime a point of honour* 
vith him, as with the generous elephant with whom, 
vd have already compared him, who, being over- 
asked, broke his skull through the desperate ex- 
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ertions which he made to discharge bis duty, when 
he perceived they were bringing up another to bis 
assistance. 

The village which they now approached bad 
frequently afforded the distressed butler resources 
upon similar emergencies; but his relations "Vrith 
it had been of late uauch altered. 

It was a little hamlet which straggled along the 
side of a creek formed by the discharge of a small 
brook into the sea, and was hidden from the castle, 
to which it had been in former times an appendage, 
by the intervention of the shoulder of a hill forming 
a projecting headland. It was called Wolf's-hope, 
(i. e. Wolf's Haven) and the few inhabitants gain- 
ed a precarious subsistence by manning two or 
three fishing boats in the herring season, and 
smuggling gin and brandy during the winter 
months. They paid a kind of hereditary respect to 
the lords of Ravenswood; but, in the difficulties of 
the family, most of the inhabitants of WoJfVkope 
had contrived to get feu-rights to their little pos- 
sessions, their huts, kail-yards, and rights of eon> 
monty, so that they were emancipated from the 
chains of feudal dependence* and free from the va- 
rious exactions with which, under every possible 
Eretext, or without pretext at all, the Scotish land- 
>rds of the period, themselves in great poverty, 
were wont to harass their still poorer tenants at 
will. They p>ight be, on the whole, termed inde- 
pendent, a circumstance peculiarly galling to Ca- 
leb, who had been wont to exercise over them the 
same sweeping authority in levying contributions. 
s which was exercised in former times in England, 
•when 'the royal purveyors, sallying forth from 
Under the gothic porticullis to purchase provisions 
with power and prerogative, instead of money, 
brought home the plunder of an hundred markets, 
and all that could be seized from a flying and hid- 
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ing country, and deposited their spall in an han* 
4ftd caverns.'* 

Caleb loved the memory and resented the down- 
fal of that authority, which mimicked, on a petty 
scale, the grand contributions exacted by the feudal 
sovereigns. And as he fondly flattered himself that 
the awful rule and right supremacy which assigned 
to the barons of Ravenswood the first and most 
effective interest in all productions of nature Within 
five miles of their castle, only slumbered and was 
not departed for ever, he used every now and then 
to give the recollection of the inhabitants a little 
jog by some petty exaction. These were at first 
submitted to, with more or less readiness, by the 
inhabitants of the hamlet j for they had been so long 
used to consider the wants of the baron and hid 
family as having a title to be preferred to their 
own, that their actual independence did not convey 
to them an immediate sense of freedom. They re- 
. sembled a man that has been long fettered, who,: 
even at liberty, feels, in imagination, the grasp of 
the hand-cufib still binding his wrists. But the ex* 
ercise of freedom is quickly fallowed with the natu- 
ral consciousness of its immunities, as the en- 
larged prisoner, by the free use df his limbs, soon 
dispels the cramped feeling they had acquired when 
bound. 

The inhabitants of Wolf's-hope began to grum- 
ble, to resist, and at length positively to refuse 
compliance with the exactions of Caleb Balder- 
stone. It was in vain he reminded them, that when 
the eleventh lard Ravens wood, called the Skipper, 
from his delight in naval matters, had encouraged 
the trade of their port by building the pier, fa bul- 
wark of stones rudely piled together,) whien pro- 

~ * Burke's speech on Economical Reform— Works, vol juK-. 
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tected the fishing-boats from the weather, it bad 
been matter of understanding, that be was to have 
the first stone of butter after the caking of every 
cow within the barony, and the first egg, thence 
called the Monday's egg, laid by every hen on 
every Monday in the year. 

The feuars heard and scratched their heads* 
coughed, sneezed, and being pressed for answer, 
rejoined with one voice, « they could not say;* — 
the universal refuge of a Scotish peasant, when 
pressed to admit a claim which his conscience 
owns, and his interest inclines him to deny. 

Caleb, however, furnished the notables of Wolf's- 
hope with a note of the requisition of butter and 
eggs, which he claimed as arrears of the aforesaid 
subsidy, or kindly aid, payable as above mention- 
ed; and having intimated that he would not be 
averse to compound the same for goods or money, 
if it was inconvenient to them to pay in kind, left 
them, as he hoped, to debate the mode of assessing 
themselves for that purpose. On the contrary, they 
met with a determined purpose of resisting the ex- 
action, and were only undecided as to the mode of 
grounding their opposition, when the cooper, a 
Very important person on a fishing station, and 
one of the conscript fathers of the village, observed, 
• That their liens had cackled mony a day for the 
lords of Ravenswood, and it was time they suld 
cackle for those that gave them roots and barley.' 
An unanimous grin intimated the assent of the 
assembly. « And,' continued the orator, < if it's 
your wull, I '11 just tak a step as far as Dunse for 
Davie Dingwall the writer* that's come frae the 
north to settle amang us, and he '11 pit this job to 

rights, Fse warrant him.' 

A day was accordingly fixed for holding a grand 
pttikver at Wolf's-hope on the subject of Caleb's 
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requisitions, and he was invited to attend at the 
hamlet for that purpose. 

He went with open hands and empty stomach, 
trusting to fill the one on his master's account, and 
the other on his own score, at the expense of the 
feuars of WolPs-hope. But, death to his hopes! as 
he entered the eastern end of the straggling village, 
the awful form of Davie Dingwall, a sly, dry, 
hard-fisted, shrewd country attorney, who had al- 
ready acted against the family of Ravenswood, and 
was a principal agent of sir William Ashton, trot- 
ted in at the western extremity, bestriding a lea- 
thern portmanteau stuffed with- the feu-charters, of 
the hamlet, and hoping he had not kept Mr. Bal- 
derstone waiting, « as he was instructed and • fully- 
empowered to pay or receive, compound or com* 
pensate, and, in fine, to agS as accords, respecting 
all mutual and unsettled claims whatsoever, be- 
longing or competent to the honourable Norman 
Ravenswood, commonly called the master of Ra- 
vens wood* - 

« The right honourable Norman lord Ravens- 
wood, 9 said Caleb with great emphasis; for, though 
conscious he had little chance of advantage in the 
conflict to ensue, he was resolved not to sacrifice 
one jot of honour. 

*Lord Ravenswood then,' said the man of busi- 
ness* 4 we shall not quarrel with you about titles of 
courtesy— commonly called lord Ravenswood, or 
master of Ravenswood, heritable proprietor of the 
lands and barony of Wolf *s Crag, on the one part, 
and to John Whitefish and others, feuars in the 
town of WoJPs-hope, within the barony aforesaid, 
on the other part.' 

Caleb was conscious, from sad experience, that 
be would wagd a very different strife with this 
mercenary champion, than with the individual 
feuars themselves, upon whose old recollections, 
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predilections, and habits of thinking, he might haTO 
wrought by an hundred indirect arguments, to 
which their deputy-representative was totally in- 
sensible. The issue of the debate proved the reality 
of his apprehensions. It was in vain he strained 
his eloquence and ingenuity, and collected into 
one mass all arguments arising from antique cus- 
tom and hereditary respect, from the good deeds 
done by the lords of Ravenswood to the community 
of WolPs-hope in former days, and from what 
might be expected from them in Future. The writer 
stuck to the contents of his feu-charters— foe could 
not see it — 'twas not in the bond. And when Caleb, 
determined to try what a little spirit would do, 
deprecated the consequences of lord Ravenswood 
withdrawing his protection from the burgh, and 
even hinted at his using active measures of re- 
sentment, the man of law sneered in his face. 

< His clients,' he said, < had determined . to do 
the best they could for their own town, and he 
thought lord Ravenswood, since he was a lord, 
might have enough to do to look" after his own 
castle. As to any threats of stouthrief oppression 
by rule of thumb, or via facti 9 as the law termed 
it, he would have Mr. Balderstone recollect, that 
new times were not as old times — -that they lived 
on the south of the Forth, and far from the Hie- 
lands — that his clients thought they were able to 
protect themselves; but should they And themselves 
mistaken, they would apply to the government for 
the protection of a corporal and four red-coats, 
who/ said Mr. Dingwall, « would be perfectly able 
to secure them against lord Ravenswood, and all , 
that he or his followers could do by the strong hand.' 

If Caleb could have concentrated *11 the light- 
nings of aristocracy in his eye, to have struck dead 
this- contemner of allegiance and privilege, lie 
would have launched them at hie head, without re- 
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spect to the consequences. As it was, he was com- 
pelled to turn bis course backward to the castle; 
and there he remained for full half a day invisible 
and inaccessible even to Mysie, sequestered in bis 
own peculiar dungeon, where he sat burnishing a 
single pewter-plate, and whistling Maggy Laude* 
six hours without intermission. 

The issue of this unfortunate requisition had 
shut against Caleb all resources which could be 
derived from WolPs-hope arid its purlieus, the El 
Dorado, or Peru, from which, in all former cases 
of exigence, he had been able to extract some 
assistance. He had, indeed, in a manner vowed 
that the de'it should have him, if ever he put the 
print of his foot within its causeway again. He 
had hitherto kept his Word;, and, strange to tell, 
this secession had, as he intended, in some degree 
the effect of a punishment upon the refractory 
feuars. Mr. Balderstone had been a person in their 
eyes connected with a superior order of beings, 
whose presence used to grace their little festivi- 
ties, whose advice they found useful on many 
occasions, and whose communications gave a sort 
of credit to their village. The place, they acknbw- - 
ledged, < didna look as it used to do, and should 
do, since Mr. Caleb keepit the castle sae closely-— 
bj|! doubtless, touching the eggs and butter, it was 
a most unreasonable demand, as Mr. Dingwall 
bad justly made manifest.' 

Thus stood matters betwixt the parties, when 
the old butler, though it was gall and wormwood 
to him* found himself obliged either to acknow- 
ledge before a strange man of quality, and, what 
was much worse, tiefore that stranger's servant, the 
total inability of Wolfs Crag to produce a dinner, 
or he must trust to the compassion of the feuars of 
Wolf's-hope. It was a dreadful degradation, but 
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necessity was equally imperious and lawless. With 
these feelings he entered the street of the village* 
Willing to shake himself from his companion tfs 
soon as possible, he directed Mr. Lockhard to 
Luckie Sma'trasb's change-house, where a din,, 
.proceeding from the revels of Bucklaw, Xraigea- 
gelt, and their party, sounded half-way down the 
street, while the red glare from the window over- 
powered the gray twilight which was now settling 
down, and gKmmered against ft parcel of old tubs, 
kegs, and barrels, piled up in the cooper's yard, oa 
the other side of the way. 

'« If you, Mr. Lockhard^ said the old butler to 
his companion, < will be pleased to step to the 
change-bouse, where that light comes from, and 
where, as I judge, they are now singing, « Cauld 
Kail in Aberdeen," ye may do your master's 
errand about the venison, and I will do mine about 
Bucklaw's bed* as I return frae getting the rest of 
the vivers. — It *s no that the venison is actually 
needfuV he added, detaining his colleague by the 
button, <to make up the dinner; but as a compli- 
ment to the hunters, ye ken — and, Mr. Lockhard — 
if they offer ye a drink o' yill, or a cup o' wine, or 
a glass o' brandy, ye '11 be a wise man to tak it, in 
case the thunner should hae soured ours at the 
castle, — whilk is ower muckle to be dreaded.' 

He then permitted Lockhard to depart; and with 
foot heavy as lead, and yet far lighter than his 
heart, stepped on through the unequal street of the 
straggling village, meditating on whom he ought 
to make his first attack. It was necessary he should 
find some one, with whom old acknowledged great- 
ness should weigh more than recent independence, 
and to whom his application might appear an act 
of high dignity, relenting at once and soothing. 
But he could not recollect art inhabitant of a mind 
so Constructed. < Our kail is like to be cauld eneugh 
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too/ he reflected, as the chorus of Catdd Kail in 
Aberdeen again cached bis ears. The minister— 
he had got his presentation from the late lord, bat 
they had quarrelled about tiends— the brewster's 
wife— -she had trusted long— and the bill was aye 
scored up— and unless the dignity of the family 
should actually require it, it would be a sin to dis- 
tress a widow woman. None was so able— but, on 
the other hand, none was likely to be leas willing 
to stand bis friend upon the present occasion, than 
Gibbie Girder, the man of tubs and barrels already 
mentioned, who bad headed the insurrection in the 
matter of the egg and butter subsidy*— « But a' 
comes o' taking folk on the right side, I trow/ 
quoth Caleb to himself; < and I had ance the ill hap 
to say lie was but a Johnie Newcome in our town, 
and the carle bore the family an ill- will ever since. 
But he married a bonnte young quean, Jean Light- 
body, auld Ljghtbody's daughter, him that was in 
the steading of Loup-the-Dyke,_that was married 
liimsel to Marion, that was about my lady in the 
family forty years syne— I hae had mony a day's 
daffing wi' Jean's miller, and they say she bidus 
on wi* them— -the carle has Jacobuses and Georgi- 
uses baith, an* ane could get at them— and sure I 
am, it 's doing him an honour him or his never de- 
served at our hand, the ungracious sumph; and if 
be loses by as a* tbegither, he is e'en cheap o't, he 
can spare it brawlyV . 

Shaking off irresolution, therefore, and turning 
at once upon his heel, Caleb walked hastily back 
to the hooper's house, lifted the latch without cere- 
mony, and* in a moment, found himself behind the 
Italian, or partition, from which position he could, 
himself unseen, reconnoitre the interior of the &tti, 
or kitchen apartment, of the mansion* 

Reverse of the sad menage at the castle of WolRs 
Crag, a bickering fire roared up the cooper's 
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chimney. His wife on the one side, in her pearlings 
and padding-sleeves, pat the last finishing touch to 
her holiday's apparel, while she contemplated a 
very handsome and good-humoured face in a bro- 
ken mirror, raised upon the tenk (the shelves on 
which the plates are disposed,) for her special ac- 
commodation. Her mother, old Lucfcte Loup-tlie- 
Dyke, 'a canty carline 9 as was within twenty 
miles of her, according to the unanimous report of 
the cummers, or gossips, sat by the fire in the full 
glory of a grogram gown, lammer beads, and a 
clean cockernony, whiffing a snug pipe of tobacco, 
and superintending the affairs of the kitchen. For 
•—sight more interesting to the anxious heart and 
craving entrails of the desponding seneschal; than 
either buxom dame or canny cummer,— there bub- 
bled on the aforesaid bickering fire, a huge pot, or 
rather caldron, steaming with beef and brewis; 
while before it revolved two spits, turned each by 
one of the cooper's apprentices, seated in the oppo- 
site corners of the chimney; the one loaded with a 
quarter of mutton, While the other was graced with 
a fat goose and a brace of wild ducks. The sight 
and scent of such a land of plenty almost Wholly 
overcame the drooping spirits of Caleb. He turned, 
for a moment's space, to reconnoitre the ben, or 
parlour end of the house, and there saw a sight 
scarce less affecting to his feelings;— a large round 
table, covered for ten or twelve persons, decored 
(according to his own favourite term,) with naperjf 
as white as snow; grand flagons of pewter, inter- 
mixed with one or two silver cups, containing, as 
was probable, something Worthy the brilliancy of 
their outward appearance; clean trenchers, cutty- 
spoons, knives and forks, sharp, burnished, and 
prompt for action, which lay all displayed as for 
an especial festival. 
« The deil's in the pedling tub-coopering carle,' 
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thought Caleb, in all the envy, of astonishment; 
* it >& a shame to see the tike o' them gusting their 
gabs at sic a fate. But if some o 9 that good c heer 
does not find it's way to Wolf 's Crag this night, 
my name is not Caleb Balderstone. 9 

So resolving, lie entered the apartment, and in 
all courteous greeting, saluted both the mother and 
the daughter. Wolf's Crag was the court of the 
harony, Caleb prime -minister at Wolf 's Crag; and 
it has ever been remarked, that though the mascu- 
line subject who pays the taxes, sometimes growls 
at the courtiers by whom they are imposed, the 
"said courtiers continue, nevertheless, welcome to 
-the fair sex, to whom they furnish the newest 
small-talk and the earliest fashions. Both the 
dames were, therefore, at once about, old Caleb's 
neck, setting up their throats together by way of 
welcome. 

< Aye, sirs, Mr. Balderstone, and is this you?— 
A sight of you is gude for sal r een— sit down—- sit 
down— the gudeman will be Wythe to see you— ye 
nar saw him sue cadgy in your life; but we 
are to christen our bit wean the night, as ye will 
hae heard, and doubtless ye will stay and see the 
ordinance. — We hae killed a wether, and ane o* 
our lads has been out wP his gun at the moss— ye 
used to like wild-fowl.' 

< Na— na— gudewife,' said Cairo, < I just keekit 
in to wish ye joy, and I wad be glad to hae spoken 

wP the gudeman, but -' moving, as if to go 

away. 

«The ne'er a fit ye 's gang,' said the elder dame, 
laughing and holding him fast, with a freedom 
which belonged to their old acquaintance; <wha 
kens what ill it may bring to the bairn, if ye over- 
look it in that gate?' 

« But Pm in a prcceese hurry, gudewtfe, 9 said 
the butler, suffering himself to be dragged to a seat 
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without much resistance; < and as to eating' — fop 
be observed the mistress of the dwelling bustling 
about to place a trencher for him — <as for eating 
-— lack-a-day, we are just killed up yonder wi' 
eating frae morning to night— it 's shamcfu' epicu- 
rism; but that's what we hae gotten frae the En- 
glish pock-puddings.' 

« Hout — never mind the English pock-puddings,' 
said Luckie . Lightbody; * try our puddings, Mr. 
Balderstone— -there is black pudding and white- 
hass — try whilk ye like best.' 

'Baith gude— baith excellent — canna be better; 
but the very smell is enough for me that hae dined 
sae lately (the faithful wrote h had fasted since day- 
break.) But I wadna affront your housewifesfcep, 
gudewife; and, wi' your permission, I 'se e'en pit 
them in my napkin, and eat them to my supper at 
e'en, for I am wearied of Mysie's pastry and non- 
sense — ye ken landward dainties aye pleased me 
best, Marion-*— and landward lasses too— (looking 
at the cooper's wife) — Ne'er a bit but she looks far 
better than when she married Gilbert, and then 
she was the bonniest lass in our parochine and the 
neest till 't. — But gawsie cow, goodly calf 

The women BmUed at the compliment each to 
herself, and they smiled again to each other as Ca- 
leb wrapt up the puddings in a towel which he had 
brought with him, as a dragoon carries his fora- 
ging bag to receive what may fall in his way. 

'And what news at the castle?' quo' the gude- 
wife. 

'News? — the bravest news ye ever heard — the 
lord keeper's up yonder wi' his fair daughter, just 
ready to fling her at my lord's head, if he winna 
tak her out o' his arms; and I'se warrant he *U 
stitch our auld lands of Ravenswood to her petti- 
eoat tail.' 

*JEbJ sirs— aye!— and will he hae her?— *uid Is 
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she weel-favoured?— and What's the colour o' her 
hair?— and does she wear a habitor a railly?' were 
the questions which the females showered upon the 
butler. 

« Houttout!— it wad tak a man a day to answer 
a' your questions, and I hae hardly a minute, 
Whftre's the gude-man?' 

* Aw T a' to fetch the: minister,' said Mrs. Girder, 
■« precious Mr* Peter Bide-the-bent frae the Moss- 
bead— the honest man has the rheumatism wi* ly- 
ing in the hills in the persecution.' 
, * Aye!— a whig and a mountain-man — nae less/ 
said Caleb, with a peevishness he could not sup- 
press; « I hae seen the day, Luckie, when worthy 
Mr. Cuffcushion and the service-book would hae 
served your turn (to the elder dame,) or ony ho- 
nest woman in like circumstances/ 

> And that 's true too,' said Mrs. Lightbody, 
< but what can a body do?— Jean maun baith sing 
her psalms, and busk her cockernouy the gate the 
gudeman likes, and nae ithcr gate, ibr he's mais- 
tcr and naair at hame, I can tell ye, Mr. Balder- 
stone.' '■'.*- 

< Aye,- aad does he guide the gear too?' said Ca^ 
leb, to whose projects masculine rule boded little 
good. 

♦Ilka penny on 't— but he '11 dress her as dink 
as a daisy, as ye see— sae she has little reason to 
complain— where there ^s ane better aff there 's ten 
waur.' 

f Aweel, gudewift,' said Caleb, crest-fallen, but 
not beaten off, < that wasna the way ye guided 
your gudeman; but ilka land has it's ain laucb. I 
maun be ganging— I just wanted to round in the 
gudeman's lug, that I heard them say up bye yon- 
der, that Peter Puncheon that wag cooper to the 
queen's stores at the Timmer Burse at Xeith, is 
rfoad*— sae I thought that may be a word frae my 
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lord to the lord keeper might hae served Gilbert* 
but since he 9 a fras frame* . 

« O but ye maun stay his barae-coraing/ said 
the dame— < I aye telled the gudeinau ye meant 
weel to hh»; but he taks the tout at every bit lip- 
pening word/ 

< A weel, 1 'H stay the last minute I can/ 
. 'And so/ said the handsome young spouse of 
Mr. Girdel, «ye think this miss Ashton is wed- 
favoured — troth, and sae should she, to set up for 
our young lord, with a face, and a hand, and a 
seat on his horse, that might become a king's son 
«d'ye ken that he aye glowers up at my window, 
Mr, Baldcrstone, when he chaunces to ride thro' 
the town, sae I hae a right to ken what like he is; 
as weel as oriy body/ 

« I ken that b rawly/ said Caleb, < for I have heard 
his lordship say the cooper's wife had the blackest 
e'e in the barony; and I said, Weel may that be, 
my lord, for it was her mother's afore her, as I ken 
to ray^cost— Eb, Marion? Ha, ha, ha!— Ah! these 
were merry days! 5 

« Hout awa, auld carle/ said the old dame, < to 
speak sic daffing to young folk.— But, Jean— fie, 
woman, dinna ye hear the bairn greet? Pse war- 
rant it f s that dreary weid has come ower't again.* 

Up got mother and grandmother, and scoured 
away, jostling each other as they rat), into some 
remote corner of the tenement, where the young 
hero of the evening was deposited. When Caleb 
saw the coast fairly clear, he took an invigorating 
pinch of snuff, to sharpen and confirm his resolu- 
tion. 

* Cauld be my cast/ thought he, < if either Bide* 
the-bent or Girder taste that broche of wild-fowl 
this evening/ and then addressing the eldest turn- 
spit, a boy of about eleven years old", and putting 
a penny into his hand, he said, < Here is twal pen* 
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totes** ray man; carry that ower to Mrs. SjI^a , - 
trash, and bid her fill my mill wi* snisbing, and I 
^11 turn the broche for ye in the ipeantime— »and . 
she willgi'e ye a gingebread snap for your pains*' 

No sooner was the elder boy departed on this 
mission, than Caleb, looking the remaining turn- 
spit gravely and $teadily in the face, removed 
from the fire^the spit bearing the wild-fowl of 
which he had undertaken the charge, clapped his •*• 

hat on his head, and fairly marched off with it. 
He stopped at the door of the Change-house only 
to say, in a few brief words, that Mr. Hayston of 
Bucklaw was not to expect a bed that evening in 
the castle. 

If this message was too briefly delivered by 
Caleb, it became absolute rudeness when conveyed 
through the medium of a suburb landlady; and 
Bucklaw was, as a more calm and temperate man 
might have been, highly incensed. Captain Crai- 
gengelt proposed, with the unanimous applause of 
all present, that they should course the old fox 
(meaning Caleb) ere he got to cover, and toss him 
in a blanket. But Lockhai?d intimated to his mas- 
ter's servants,, and those of lord Bittlebrain, iu a 
tone of authority, that the slightest impertinence to 
the master of Ravenswood's domestic would give 
sir William Ashton the highest offence. Arid hav- 
ing so said, in a manner sufficient to prevent any & 
aggression on their part, he left the public-house, 
taking along with him two servants loaded with 
such provisions as lie had been able to procure,. 
and overtook Caleb just when he had cleared the 
village. 

* Montae S colic ac scilicet* 
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CHAPTER XII. 



Should I take aogfaf of you?— 'tis true I begged bott; 
And wbatis worse than that, I stole a kindness; 
And, what U worst of all, I lost mj way in *t- 

Wit -xrithout H&nev. 



Tub face of the little boy, sole witness of Ca- 
leb's infringement upon the laws at once of pro- 
perty and hospitality, would bare made a good 
picture* He sate motionless, as if he had witnessed 
some of the spectral appearances which he had 
heard told of in a winter's evening; and as he for- 
got bis own duty, and allowed his spit to stand 
still, he added to the misfortunes of the evening, 
by suffering the mutton to burn as black as a coal, 
lie was first recalled from his trance of astonish- 
ment by a hearty cuff, administered by dame Light* 
body, who Tin whatever other respects she might 
conform to lier name) was a woman strong of per- 
son, and expert in the use of her hands, as some 
say her deceased husband had known to his cost. 

* What garM ye let the roast burn, ye ill -deck it 
gude-for-nought?' 

< I dinna ken,' said the boy. 
« And where 's that iil-deedy gett, Giles ?.' 
*I dinna ken,' blubbered the astonished decla- 
rant. 

'And where 's Mr* JJalderstone? — andabunea 9 , 
and in the name of council and kirk-session, that 
I suld say sae, where is the broche wi' the wild- 

foul?' 

As Mrs. Girder here entered, and joined her 
mother's exclamations, screaming into one car. 
while the old lady deafened the other, they sue- 
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cceded in so utterly confounding the unhappy 
urchin, that he could not for some time tell his 
story at all, and it was only when the elder boy 
returned that the truth began to dawn on their 
minds. 

« Weel, sirs!' said Mrs. Lightbody, « wha wad 
hae thought o* Caleb Balderstone playing an auld 
acquaintance sic a pliskieP 

« O, weary ori him!' said the spouse of Mr. Gir- 
der;. « and what am I to say to the gudeman? — he 
'\l brain me, if there wasna anither woman in 
Wolf's-hope.' 

« flout tout, silly quean,', said the mother; < na, 
na— it *s come to muckle, but it *s no come to that 
neither; for an he brain you he maun brain me, 
and I have gar'd his betters stand back-— hands aif 
is fair play — we maunna heed a bit flyting.' 

The tramp of horses now announced the arrival 
of the cooper, with the minister. They had no 
sooner dismounted than they made for the kitchen 
fire, for the evening was cool -after the thunder- 
storm, and the woods wet and dirty. The young 
gudewife, strong in the charms of her Sunday 
gown and biggonets, threw herself in the way of 
receiving the first attack, while her mother, like 
the veteran division of the Roman legion, re- 
mained in the rear, ready to support her in case of 
necessity. Both hoped to protract the discovery of 
what had happened— the mother by interposing;. 
Iter bustling person betwixt Mr. Girder and H19 
fire, and the daughter by the extreme cordiality 
with which she received the minister and her hus- 
band, and the anxious fears which she expressed . 
lest they should have < gotten cauld.' 

< Cauld?' quoth the husband surlily, for he was 
not of that class of lords and masters whose wives -> 
are viceroys over them—* we '11 be cauld anetigh, 
I think, if yc dinna let us in to the fire/ 



JT2 Tales of My Landlord. 

And so saying, he burst bis way through both 

lines of defence; and, as he had a careful eye over 

.his property of every kind, he perceived at one 

glance the absence of the spit with, its savoury 

burthen. « What the de'il, woman* — 

« Fye for shame!* exclaimed both the women; 
♦and before Mr. Bide-the-bent!* 

« I stand reproved,* said the cooper, .« but > , ■ 

•The- taking in our mouths the name of the 
great enemy of our souls,' said Mr. Bide-thc- 
bent 

« 1 stand reproved/ said the cooper. 

'Is an exposing ourselves to his temptations, and 
an inviting, or, in some sort, a compelling, of htm 
to lay aside his other trafficking with unhappy per-r 
sons, and wait upon those in whose speech his name 
is frequent.* 

*Weel, weel, Mr. Bide»the-bent, can a man do 
tnair than stand reproved?* said the- cooper;. 'but 
just let me ask the women what for they hae dished 
the wild-fowl before we came.' 

< They arena dished, Gilbert,' said his wife; 
<but— but an accident* — ~— 

« What accident?* said Girder, with flashing 
eyes— * nae ill come ower them, I trust? Uh?* 

His wife, who stood much in awe of him, durst 
•jot reply, hut her mother bustled up to her sup- 
port*—* I gicd them to an acquaintance of mine, 
Gibbie Girder; and what about it now?* 

Her excess of assurance struck Girder mute for 
an instant.—* And ye gied the wild-fowl, the best 
end of our chrislening dinner, to a friend of yours, 
ye auld rudas! And what was his name, I pray ye?* 

< Worthy Mr. Caleb Balderstone, frae Wolf*s 
Crag,' answered Marion, quite prepared for battle* 

Girder's wrath foamed overall restraint. If there 
was a circumstance which could have added tor the 
resentment he felt, itovas that this extravagant do- 
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nation had been made in favour of our friend Caleb, 
towards whom, for reasons to which the reader is 
no stranger, he nourished a deckled resentment 
He raised his riding wand against the elder ma- 
tron, but she stood firm, collected in herself, and 
undauntedly brandished the iron ladle with which 
she had just been fiamUng (anglice, basting) the 
roast of mutton. Her weapon was certainly the 
better, and her arm not the weakest of the two; 
so that Gilbert thought it safest to turn short off 
upon his wife, who had by this time hatched a sort 
of hysterical whine, which greatly moved the min- 
ister, who was in fact as simple and kind-hearted 
a creature as ever breathed. — .'And- you, ye thow- 
less jadd, to sit still and see my substance dis- 
poned npon to an idle, drucken, reprobate, worm- 
eaten serving-man, just because he kittles the lugs 
o* a silly auld wife wi' useless clavers, and every 
twa words aiie?— I '11 gar you as gude* — — 

Here the minister interposed, both by voice and 
action, while dame Lightbody threw herself in 
front of her daughter, and flourished lier ladle. 

'Am I no. to chastise my aia wife?' said the 
cooper, -very indignantly* 

'Ye may chastise your ain wife if ye like/ an- 
swered dame Lightbody; < but ye shall never lay 
finger on my daughter, and that ye may found 
upon/ 

« For shame, Mr. Girder/ said the clergyman, 
'this is what I little expected to have seen of you, 
that ye suld give rein to your sinful passions 
against your nearest and your dearest; and this 
night too, when ye are called to the most solemn 
duty of a christian parent — and a* for what? for a 
redundancy of' creature comfort, as worthless as 
they are unneedfulA 

' Worthless!' exclaimed the cooper—' a better 
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gase never walkit on stubble; two finer dcntier 
wild-ducks never wat a feather/ 

* Be it sae> neighbour/ rejoined the minister; 
<bat see what superfluities are yet revolving before 
your fire. I have seen the day when ten of the ban- 
nocks that stand upon that board would have been 
an acceptable dainty to as many men, that were 
starving on hills and bogs, and caves of the earth, 
for the gospel's sake*' 

« And that 's what vexes me raaist of a 5 / said 
the cooper, anxious to get some one to sympathise 
with his not altogether causeless anger; < an the 
quean had gi'en it to ony suffering saat, or to ony 
body ava but that reaving, lying, oppressing tory 
villain, that rade in the wicked troop of militia 
when it was commanded out against Argyie by the 
auld tyrant Allan Ravenswood, that is gane to his 
place, I wad the less hae minded it. But to gie the 
principal part o' the feast to the like o' him!' *»~ 

<Awcel, Gilbert, 9 said the minister, 'and dinna 
ye see a high judgment in this?— The seed of the 
righteous are not seen begging their bread— think 
of the son of a powerful oppressor being brought 
to the pass of supporting his household from your 
fulness.' 

« And besides,' said the wife, < it wasna for lord 
Ravenswood neither, an be wad hear but a body 
speak — it was to help to entertain the lord keeper, 
as they ca' him, that 's up yonder at WolPs Crag/ 
' « Sir William Ashton at Wolf's CragPejacttlat- 
ed the astonished man of hoops find staves. . 

« And hand and glove wi' lord Ravenswood,' 
added dame Lightbody* 

< Doited idiot!— that auld clavering sneek-draw- 
er wad gar ye trow the moon is made of j^reen 
cheese.— The lord keeper and Ravenswood! they 
are cat and dog, hare and hound*' 

* I tell ye they are man and wife, and gree bet- 
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ter than some others/ retorted the mother-in-law; 
*forbye,. Peter Puncheon, that 's cooper to the 
queen's stores, is dead, and the place Is to fill, 
and*— • 

<Od guide us, wutl ye baud your skirling 
tongues/ said Girder — for we are to remark, that 
this explanation was given like a catch for two 
voices, the younger dame taking up, and repeating, ' 
in a higher tone, the words as fast as they were 
uttered by her mother. 

« The gudewife says naething but what 's true, 
maister,' said Girder's foreman, who had come in 
during the fray. < I saw the lord keeper's servants 
drinking and driving ower at Luckie Sma'trash's, 
ower by yonder.' 

« And is their maister up at Wolf's Crag?' said 
Girder. 

* Ay troth is he,' replied his man of confidence. 

« An friends wi' Ravenswood?' 

< It 's like sae,* answered the foreman, 'since he 
is putting up wi* him.' 

fc •' And Peter Puncheon 's dead?' 

«Ay, ay-— he has leaked out at last, the auld 
carle,' said the foreman; • lnonj a dribble o' bran* 
dy has gaen through him in his day— But as for 
the broche and the wild-fowl, the saddle 's no aff 
your mare yet, maister, and I could follow and 
bring it back, for Mr. Balderstone 's no far aff the < 
town yet.' / ' ' 

«Do sae, Will — and come here — I '11 tell ye 
what to do when ye owertake him/ 

He relieved the females of his presence, and gave 
Will his private instructions. 

< A bonnie-like thing 9 said the mother-in-law, 
fto send the innocent lad after an armed man, 
when ye ken Mr. Balderstone aye wears a rapier/ 

« I trust/ said the minister, <ye have reflected 
vreel ou what ye have done, lest you should minis- 
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ter cause of strife, of which it is my duty to sfcy> 
he who afibrdeth matter is in no mariner guiltless.* 

< Never fash your beard, Mr. Bide-t he-bent— 
ane carina get their breath out here between wives 
and ministers— I ken best how to turn my ain 
cake* — Jean, serve up the dinner, and nae mail* 
about it/ 

Nor did he again allude to the deficiency in the 
course of the evening. 

Meantime, the foreman, mounted on his master's 
steed, and charged with his -special orders, prick* 
x ed swiftly forth in pursuit of the marauder Calebs 
That personage, it may be imagined, did not lin- 
ger by the way. He intermitted even his dearJy- 
beloved chatter, for the purpose of making more 
haste— only assuring Mr. Lockhard that he had 
made the purveyor's wife give the wild-fowl a few 
turns before the fire in case that Mysie, who had 
been so much alarmed by the thunder, should not 
have her kitchen-grate in fall splendour. Mean- 
while, alleging the necessity of being at WolPs 
Crag. as soon as possible, he pushed on so fast 
that hisr companions could scarce keep up with, 
him. He began already to think he was ,safe from* 
pursuit, having gained the summit of the swelling: 
eminence which divides WolPs Crag from the; vil-" 
lage, when he heard the distant tread of a horse, 
• and a voice which shouted at intervals. * Mr. Ca- 
leb— Mr. Balderstone— Mr. Caleb Balderstone*— 
hollo— bide a wee!*- 

Caleb, it may well be believed, was in no hurry 
to acknowledge the summons. First, he would not . 
hear it, and faced his companions down, that it 
was the echo of the wind; then he said it was not 
worth stopping for; and* at length, halting reluc- 
tantly, as the figure of the horseman appeared 
through the shades of the evening, he bent up his 
whole soul to the task of defending his prey, t&rew 
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himself into an attitude of dignity, advanced the 
spit, which in his grasp * might seem both spear 
and shield/ and firmly resolved to die rather than 
surrender it 

What was his* astonishment, when the coopers 
foreman, riding up and addressing him with in- 
spect, told him, «his master was sorry he was 
absent when he came to his dwelling, and grieved 
that he could trot tarry the christening dinner, And 
that he had ta'en the freedom to send a sma' run- 
diet of sack, and ane anker of brandy, as he under- 
stood there were guests at the castte> and that they 
were short of preparation/ 

I have heard somewhere a story of an elderly 
gentleman, who was pursued by a bear that had 
gotten loose from its muzzle, until completely ex- 
hausted. In a fit of desperation, he faced round 
upon Bruin and lifted his cane; at the sight of which 
the instinct of discipline prevailed, and the animal, 
instead of tearing him to pieces, rose upon his 
hind-legs, and instantly began to shuffle a sara- 
band. Not less than the joyful surprise of the 
-senior, who had supposed himself in the extremity 
of peril from which he was thus unexpectedly re- 
lieved, was that of our excellent friend Caleb, when 
lie found the pursuer intended to add to his prize, 
instead of bereaving him of it. He recovered his 
latitude, however, instantly, so soon as the foreman, 
stooping from his rtag, where he sate perched be- 
twixt the two barrels, whispered in his ear,— * If 
ony thing about Peter PuncheonVjdace could be 
girted their way, John Girder wad mak it better 
to the master of Ravenswood- than a pair of new 
gloves; and that he wad be blythe to speak wi f 
master Balderstone on that head, and he wad find 
him as pliant as a hoop-willow in a 9 that he could 
wish of him/ 
Caleb heard all this without rendering any an- 
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swer, except that of all great men from Louis XIV. 
downwards, namely, < we will see about it;' and 
then added aloud, for the edification of Mr* Lock' 
hard, — 'Your roaster has acted with becoming 
civility and attention in forwarding the liquors, 
and I will not fail to represent it properly to my 
lord Ravenswood. And, my lad,' he said, <you may 
ride on to the castle, and if none of the servants 
are returned, whilk is to be dreaded, as they make 
day and night of it when they are out of sight, ye 
may put them into the porter's lodge, whilk is on 
the right hand of the great entry — the porter has 
got leave to go to see his friends, sae ye will meet 
<$> no ane to steer ye.' 

The foreman, having received his orders, rode 
on; and having deposited the casks in the deserted 
and ruinous porter's lodge, he returned unques- 
tioned by any one. Having thus executed his mas- 
ter's commission, and doffed his bonnet to Caleb 
and bis Company as he repassed them in his way 
to the village, he returned to have his share of the 
christening festivity. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



As to the Autumn breeze's bugle-sound, , 

Various and vague the dry leaves dance their round* 
Or, from the garner-door, on aether borne, ' 
The chaff flies devious from the winnow'd corn; 
So vague* so devious, at the breath of heaven, 
From their fix'd aim are mortal counsels driv'n. 

Anonyimus. *; 

We left Caleb Balderstone in the extremity of 
triumph at the success of his various achievements 
for the honour of the house of Ravenswood. When 
he had mustered and marshalled his dishes of di- 
vers kinds, a more royal provision had not been 
ijeen in Wolf's Crag* since the funeral feast of its 
deceased lord* Great was the glory of the serving-, 
man, as he decored the old oaken table with a clean 
cloth, and arranged upon it carbonadoed venison 
and roasted wild-fowl, with a glance, every now 
and then, as if to upbraid the incredulity of his 
master and his guests; and with many a story, 
more or legs true, was Lockhard that evening re* 

fsrted concerning the ancient grandeur of Wolf's 
J rag, and the sway of its Barons over the country 
in their neighbourhood. 

* A vassal scarce held' a calf or a lamb his ain, 
till he had first asked if the Lord of Ravenswood 
wad pleased to accept it; and they were obliged to 
ask the lord's consent before they married in these 
days, and mony a merry tale they tell about that 
right as weel as others. And although," said Ca- 
leb, < these times are not like the gude auld times, 
when authority had its right, yfet, true it; is, Mi 4 . 
luockJhard, abd you youreel may partly have re- 
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marked, that we of the house of Ravenswood do 
our endeavour in keeping up, by all just and law- 
ful exertion of our baronial autliority, that due and 
fitting connexion betwixt superior and vassal, 
whilk is in some danger of falling into desuetude, 
owing to the general license and misrule of these 
present unhappy times. 9 

< Umph!' said Mr. Lockhard; < aud if I may en- 
quire, Mr. Balderstone, pray do you find your peo- 
ple at the village yonder amenable? for I must 
needs say, that at Ravenswood castle, how per- 
taining to my master, the lord keeper, ye have not 
left behind ye the most compliant set of tenantry.' 

« Ah! but Mr. Lockhard, 9 replied Caleb, *ye 
must consider there has been a change t)f hands, 
and the auld lord might expect twa turns frae 
them, When the new comer canna get ane. A dour 
and fractious set they were, thae tenants of Ra- 
•venswood, and ill to live wi 9 when they dinna ken 
their master — and if your master put them mad 
ance, the whole country will not put thete down. 5 

* Troth/ said Mr. Lockhard, < an such be the 
case, I think the wisest thing for us a' wad be to 
hammer up a match between your young lord and 
our winsome young leddy up bye there; and Sir 
William might just stitch your auld barony to her 
^own-sleeve, and he wad sune turtle another out 
e 9 somebody else, sic a lang head as he has. 9 

Caleb shook his head.— < I wish, 9 he said,'} 
wish that may answer, Mr. Lockhard. There arte 
auld prophesies about this house I wad like ill to 
see fulfilled wi 9 my auld e'en, that hae seen evil 
aneugh already. 9 

f Pshaw! never mind freits, said his brother but- 
ler; f if the young folk liked ane anither, they wad 
make a winsome couple. But, to say truth, there is 
a leddy sits in our hall-nook, maun have her hand 
in that as weel as in every other job. But there H. 
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no h^rm in drinking to their healths, and I will fill 
Mrs, Mysie a cup of Mr. Girder's Canary/ 

While tbey thus enjoyed themselves in the kit- 
chen, the company in the hall were not less plea* , 
santly engaged. So soon as Ravenswood had de- 
termined upon giving the lord keeper such hospi- 
tality as he had to offer, he deemed it incumbent 
on him to assume the open and courteous brow *>£ 
a well-pleased host. It has been often remarked, 
that when a man commences by acting a charac- 
ter, he frequently ends by adopting it in good 
earnest. In the course of an hour or two, Ravens- 
wood, to his pwn surprise, found himself in the 
situation of one who frankly does his best to en- 
tertain welcome and honoured guests. How much 
of this change in his disposition was to be ascribed 
to the beauty and simplicity of Miss Ashton, to the 
readiness with wliich she accommodated herself to 
the inconveniences of her situation— how much to 
the smooth and plausible conversation of the lord 
keeper, remarkably gifted with those words which 
win the ear, must be left to the reader's ingenuity 
to conjecture. But Raven swood was insensible to 
neither. 

The lord keeper was a veteran statesman, well 
acquainted with courts and cabinets, and intimate 
with all the various turns of public affairs during 
the last eventful years of the ; seventeenth century. 
He could talk, from his own knowledge, of men 
and events, in a way which failed not to win at- 
tention, and bad the peculiar art, while he never 
said a word which committed himself, at the same 
time to persuade the hearer that he, was speaking 
without the least shadow of scrupulous caution or 
reserve. Ravenswood; jn spite of his prejudices 
and real grounds of resentment, felt himself at once 
amused and instructed in listening to him, while 
VOL.1. Q 
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the statesman, whose inward feelings had at firist 
so much impeded his first efforts to make himself 
known, had now regained all the ease and fluency 
of a silver-tongued lawyer of the very highest 
order* 

His daughter did not speak much, but she smiled; 
and what she did say argued a submissive gentle- 
ness, and a desire to give pleasure, which, to a 
proud man like Ravenswood, was more fascinating 
than the most brilliant wit Above all, he could not 
but observe, that, whether from gratitude or from 
some other motive, he himself, in his deserted and 
unprovided hall, was as much the object of respect- 
ful attention to his guests, as he would have been 
when surrounded by all the appliances and means 
of hospitality proper to his high birth. AH defi- 
ciencies passed unobserved, or, if they did not 
escape notice, it was to praise the substitutes which 
Caleb had contrived to supply the Want of the usual 
accommodations. Where a smile was unavoidable, 
it was a very good-humoured one, and often > cou- 
pled with some well-turned compliment, to show how 
much the guests esteemed the merit of their noble 
host, how little they thought of the inconveniences 
with which they were surrounded. I am not sure 
whether the pride of being found to outbalance, in 
virtue of his own personal merit, all the disadvan- 
tages of fortune, did not make as favourable an im- 
pression upon the haughty heart of the master of 
Havens wood, as the conversation of the father and 
the beauty of Lucy Ashton. 

The hour of repose arrived. The keeper and his 
daughter retired to their apartments, which were 
'decorcd' more properly than could have been anti- 
cipated. In making the necessary arrangements, 
Mysie had indeed enjoyed the assistance of a gossip 
Who had arrived from the village upon an explora- 
tory expedition, but had been arrested by Caleb, 
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and impressed into the doiijestic drudgery of tlie 
evening. So that, instead of returning hoipe to de- 
scribe the dress and person of the grand young 
lady, she found herself compelled to be active in 
the domestic economy of Wolf's Crag. 

According to the custom of the time, the master 
of Ravenswood attended the lord keeper to his 
apartment, followed by Caleb, who placed on the 
table, with all the ceremonials due to torches of 
wax, two rudely framed tallow-candles, stich as in 
those days were only used by the peasantry, hooped 
in paltry clasps of wire, which served for cai^dle- 
isticks. He then disappeared, and presently entered 
with two earthen flagons, (the china, he said, had 
been little used since my lady's time,) one filled 
with canary wine, the other with brandy. The ca- 
nary sack, unheeding all probabilities of detection, 
he declared had been twenty years in the cellars of 
Wolf's Crag, < though it Was not for him to speak 
before their honours; the brandy,— it was weel 
kenM liquor, as mild as mead, and as strong as 
Sampson— it had been in the house ever since the 
memorable revel, in which anld Mickletob had been 
slain at the head of the stair by Jamie of Jeiikle- 
brae, on account of the honour of the worshipful 
lady Muirend, wha was in some, sort an ally of 
the family; nathclessV — . — 

♦JBut to cut that matter short, Mr. Caleb/ said 
the keeper, « perhaps you will favour Hie with a 
ewer of water.' 

' God forbid your lordship should drink water in 
this family, to the disgrace of s& honourable an 
house!' , ■ ,■ • 

« Nevertheless, if his lordship have a fancy,' said 
the master, smiling, « I think you might indulge 
him; for, if I mistake not, there has been water 
drank here at no distant date, and with good relish 
•too/ . - .:' :.'- ■ 
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'To be sure, if his lordship has a fancy/ said 
Caleb; and re-entering with a jug of pure element 
—'He will scarce find such water ony where as is 
drawn frae the well at Wolf's Crag— neverthe- 
less* ■ ■ ■ 

« If evertheless, we must leave the lord keeper to 
Ids repose in this poor chamber of ours/ said the 
master of Ravenswood, interrupting "bis talkative 
domestic, who immediately turning to the door- 
way, with a profound reverence, prepared to usher 
his master from the secret chamber. 

But the lord keeper prevented his host's depar- 
ture. — <I have but one word to say to the master of 
Ravenswood, Mr. Caleb, and I fancy he will excuse 
your waiting.* 

With a second reverence, lower than the former, 
Caleb withdrew — and his master stood motionless, 
expecting, with considerable embarrassment, what 
was to close the events of a day fraught with unex- 
pected incidents. 

* Master of Ravenswood/ said sir William Ash- 
ton, with some embarrassment, •' I hope you under- 
stand the Christian law too well to suffer the sun to 
set iipon your anger?' > 

The master blushed, and replied, 'He had no 
occasion that evening to exercise the duty enjoined 
upon him by his christian faith/ 

' I should have thought otherwise/ said his guest, 
' considering the various subjects of dispute and 
litigation which have unhappily occurred more fre- 
quently than was desirable or necessary betwixt 
the late honourable lord, your father, and myself/ 

< I could wish my lord/ said Ravenswood, agi- 
tated hy suppressed emotion, 'that reference to 
these circumstances should be made any where ra- 
ther than under my father's roof/ 

< I should have felt the delicacy of this appeal at 
another time/ said sir William Ashton, 'but now 
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I must proceed with what I meant to say.— I have 
suffered too much in my own mind from the false 
delicacy which prevented my~ soliciting with ear* 
neatness, what indeed I frequently requested, a 
personal communing with your father— much dis- 
tress of mind to him and tome might have been 
|tire*e&ted.' 

'It is true,* said Ravenswood, after a moment's. 
reflection; * I have heard my father say your lord- 
ship had proposed a personal interview.' 

« Proposed, my dear master? I did indeed pro- 
pose it, but I ought to have begged, entreated, be- 
seeehed it/I ought to have torn away the veil 
which interested persons had stretched betwixt us/ 
Imd shown myself as I was, willing to sacrifice a 
considerable part evert of my legal rights in order 
to conciliate feelings so natural as his must be al- 
lowed to I*ave been. Let me say tor myself, my 
young friend, for so I will call you, that had your 
father and I spent the same time together which 
my good fortune has allowed me to-day to pass hv 
your compapy, it is possible the land might yet 
have enjoyed one of the most respectable of its 
ancient nobility, and I should have been spared 
the pain of parting in enmity from a person whose 
general character I so much admired and honoured/ 

He put his handkerchief to his eyes. Ravenswood 
also was moved, but awaited in silence the progress^ 
of this extraordinary communication. 

« It is necessary/ continued the lord keeper, «and r 
proper that you should understand, that there have, 
been many points betwixt us, in which, although I 
judged it proper that there should be an exact as- 
certainment of my legal rights by the decree of a 
court of justice, yet it was never my intention to 
press them beyond the verge of equity.' 

* My lord/ said the master of Ravenswood, * it 
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is unnecessary to pursue this topic farther. Wait 
the law will give you, or has given you, you enjoy 
— or you shall enjoy; neither my father, nor I my- 
self, would have received any thing on the footing 
of favour/ 

< Favour? — no — you misunderstand me,* resumed 
the keeper; < or rather you are no lawyer. A right 
may be good in law, anu ascertained to be so, which 
yet a man of honour may not in every case care to 
avail himself of* 9 , 

< I am sorry for it, my lord, 9 said the .master. 
'Nay, nay, 9 retorted bis guest, < you speak like 

a young counsellor; your spirit goes before your 
wit. There are many things still open for decision 
betwixt us. Can you blame me, an old man desirous 
of peace, and in the castle of a young nobleman 
who has saved my daughter's life and my own, that 
I am desirous, anxiously desirous, that these should 
be settled on the most liberal principles? 9 

The old man kept fast hold of the master's pas- 
sive hand as be spoke, and made it impossible for 
him, be his predetermination what it would* to re- 
turn any other than an acquiescent reply; and 
wishing his guest good night, he postponed farther, 
conference until the next morning. 

Ravenswood hurried into the hall where he was 
to spend the night, and for a time traversed its 
pavement with a disordered and rapid pace. His. 
mortal foe was under his roof, yet his sentiments 
towards him were neither those of a feudal enemy 
nor of a true christian. He felt as if he could nei- 
ther forgive him in the one character, or follow 
forth his vengeance in the other, but that he was 
making a base and dishonourable composition be- 
twixt his resentment against the father and his af- 
fection for the daughter. He cursed himself, as he 
hurried to and fro in the pale|mooniight, and more 
ruddy gleams of the expiring wood-fife. He threw 
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open and shut the latticed windows with violence, as 
if alike impatient of the admission and exclusion of 
free air. At length, however, the torrent of passion 
foamed off its madness, and he threw himself into 
the chair, which he proposed as his place of repose 
for the night. 

« If, in reality/— sucli were the calmer thoughts 
that followed the first tempest of his passion — « If, 
in reality, this man desires no more than the law 
allows him— if he is willing to adjust even his ac- 
knowledged rights upon an equitable footing, what 
could be my father's cause of complaint?— what is 
urine?— Those from whom we won our miuienT pos- 
sessions fell under the sword of my ancestors, and 
left lands and livings to the conquerors; we sink 
under the force of the law, now too powerful for 
the Scotish chivalry. Let us parley with the victors 
of the day, as if we had been besieged in our for- 
tress and without hope of relief. This man may be 
other than I have thought him; and his daughter — 
iiit I have resolved not to think upon her.* 

He wrapt his cloak around him, fell asleep, and 
dreamed of Lticy Ashton till day-light gleamed 
through the lattices* 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

We worldly men, when we see friends and kinsmen 

Past hope sunk in their fortunes, lend no hand 

To lift them up, but rather set our feet 

Upon their heads to press them to the bottom, " _. 

As I must yield with you I practised it; 

But now I see you in a way to rise, 

I can and will assist you. — — 

New Way to Pay Old Debts. 

The lord keeper carried with him to ja couch, 
harder than he was accustomed to stretch himself 
Upon, the same ambitious thoughts and political per- 
plexities, which drive sleep from the softest down 
thait ever spread a bed of state. He had sailed long 
enough amid the contending tides and currents of 
the time to be sensible of their peril, and of the ne- 
cessity of trimming his vessel to the prevailing 
wind, if he would have her escape shipwreck in the 
storm. The nature of his talents, and the Amorous- 
ness of disposition connected with them, had made 
him assume the pliability of the versatile old Earl 
of Northampton, who explained the art by which 
he kept bis ground during all the changes of state, 
from the reign of Henry VIII. to that of Eliza- 
beth, by the frank avowal, that he was born of the 
willow, not of the oak. It had accordingly been sir 
William Ashton's policy on all occasions to watch 
the changes in the political horizon, and, ere yet 
the conflict was decided, to negotiate some interest 
for himself with the party most likely to prove vic- 
torious. His time-serving disposition was well 
known, and excited the contempt of the more daring 
leaders of both factions in the state. But his ta- 
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Ients were of a useful and practical kind, and bis 
legal knowledge held in high estimation; and they 
so far counterbalanced other deficiencies, that 
those in power were glad to use and to reward, 
though without trusting or respecting him* 

The marquis of A-— — had used his utmost in- 
fluence to effect a change in the Scotish cabinet, 
and his schemes had been of late so well laid and 
so ably supported, that there appeared a very great 
chance of his proving ultimately successful. He did 
not, however, feel so strong or so confident as to 
neglect any means of drawing recruits to his stand- 
ard. The acquisition of the lord keeper was deemed 
of some importance, and a friend, perfectly ac- 
quainted with his circumstances and character, be- 
came responsible for his political conversion. 

When this gentleman arrived at Ravenswood 
castle upon a visit, the real purpose of wbicfc was 
disguised under general courtesy, he found the pre- 
vailing fear, which at present beset the lord keep* 
er, was that of danger to his own person from the 
toaster of Ravenswood* The language which the 
blind sybil, old Alice, had used; the sudden appear- 
ance of the master atmed, and* within his precincts, 
Immediately after he had been warned against dan- 
ger from him; the cold and haughty return re- 
ceived in exchange for the acknowledgments with 
which be loaded him for his timely protection, had 
all made a strong impression on his imagination* 

So soon as the marquis's political agent found 
how the wind sate, he began to insinuate fears and 
doubts of another kind, scarce less calculated to 
affect the lord keeper. He enquired with seeming 
interest, Whether the proceedings in sir William's 
complicated litigation with the Ravenswood family 
was out of court, and settled without the possibility 
of an appeal? The lord keeper answered in the affir- 
mative hut his interrogator was too well imformel 
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to be imposed upon* He pointed oat to hip by un- 
answerable arguments, that some of the most im- 
portant points which hail been decided in his favour 
against the house of Ravenswobd, were Hable to 
bo reviewed by the estates of the kingdom, t. e. by 
the Scotish parliament, upon an appeal by the party 
injured, or, as it was technically/termed, ♦ a pro- 
testation for remeid in law/ 

The lord keeper, after he had for some time dis- 
puted the legality of such a proceeding, was com- 
pelled, at length, to comfort himself with the im- 
probability of the young master of Ravenswood 
finding friends in parliament, capable of stirring in 
. 00 weighty an affair, 

< Do not comfort yourself with that false hope/ 
said his wily friend; * it is possible, that in the 
next session of parliament, young Ravenswood may 
find more friends and favour even than your lord* 
ship.' 

« That would be a sight worth seeing,' said the 
keeper scornfully, 

«And yet,' said his friend, « such things have 
been seen ere now, and in our own time. There 
are many at the head of affairs even now, that a 
few years ago were under hiding for their lives} 
and many a man dining on plate of silver, that was 
fain to eat his crowdy without a bicker; and many 
a high head has been brought full low among us in 
as snort a space, Scott of Scotstaryefs « Staggering 
State of Scots Statesmen,' of which curious memoir 
you showed me a manuscript, has been out-stag- 
gered in our time.' 

The lord keeper answered with a deep sigh, 
* that these mutations were no new sights in Scot- 
land, and bad been witnessed long before the time 
of tlie satirical author he had quoted. It was many 
a long year, he said, 'since Fordun bad quoted, 
&$ an ancient proverb, 'nequt fcve$i7tegut fortify 
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&A ntc sapiens 8cotu$> preedominantt ifttidia, din 
durabit in terra.' 

« And be assured, my esteemed friend/ was the 
answer, « that even your long services to the state, 
or deep legal knowledge, will not save you* or ren- 
der your estate Stable, if the marquis of A-*——,*. 
comes in With a parliament according to his will. 
Yon know that the deceased lord Ravenswood wis 
his near ally, his lady being fifth in descent from 
the knight of Tiliibardine; and I am well assured 
that he Will take young Ravenswood by the hand, 
and be his very good lord and kinsman. Why 
should he not?— he is an active and stirring young 
fellow, able to help himself with tongue and hands; 
and it is such as he that find friends among their 
kindred, and not those unarmed and unable Me* 
phebosheths, that are sure to he a burthen to every 
one that takes them up. And so, if these Ravens- 
wood cases be called 6ver the coals in parliament, 
you will find that the marquis will have a crow to 
pluck with you/ 

* That would be an evil requital/ said the lord 
keeper, 'for my long services to the state, and the 
ancient respect in which I have held his lordsbipts 
honourable family and person/ 

< Aye, hut/ rejoined the agent of the marquis, 
> it is in vain to look hack on past service and anW 
respect, my lord — it will be present serviwand 
immediate proofs of regardf which, in -these slid- 
dery times, will be expected by a man like the 
marquis/ 

The lord keeper now saw the full drift of his 
friend's argument, but he was too cautious to re- 
turn any positive answer. 

* He knew not/ he said, < the service which the 
lord tnarquis could expect from one of bis limited 
ajbihties, that had not always stood at his command, 
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still saving and reserving his duty to his king and 
country.* 

Having thus said nothing, while he seemed to 
say every thing, for the exception was calculated 
to coyer whatever he might afterwards think pro- 
per to bring under it, sir William Ashton changed 
the conversation, nor did he again permit it to be 
introduced. 

His gueat departed, without having brought the 
wily old statesman the length of committing him- 
self, or of pledging himself to any future line of con- 
duct, but with the certainty that he had alarmed 
his fears in a most sensible point, and laid a foun- 
dation for future and farther treaty. 

When he rendered an account of his negociation 
to the marquis, they both agreed that the keeper 
ought not to be permitted to relapse into security, 
and that he should be plied with hew subjects of 
alarm, especially during the absence of his lady. 
They were well aware that her proud, vindictive 
and predominating spirit, would be likely to sup- 
ply him with the courage in which he was deficient 
~that she was immovably attached to the party 
now in power, with whom she maintained a close 
correspondence and alliance, and that she hated, 
without fearing» the Ravenswood family, whose 
more ancient dignity threw discredit on the newly 
acquired grandeur of her husband, to such a de- 
gree, that she would*have periled the interest of 
her own house, to have the prospect of altogether 
crushing that of her enemy* 

But lady Ashton was now absent. The business 
which had long detained her in Edinburgh, had 
afterwards induced her to travel to London, not 
without the hope that she might contribute her 
share to disconcert the intrigues of the marquis at 
court, for she stood high in favour with the cele- 
brated Sarah, duchess of Marlborough, to whom* 



In point ^char^ter^ 

blance. It was necessary to press lier husband hard 
before her return; and, as a preparatory step, the 
marquis wrote to the master of Ravenswood tile 
Jdtter which we reliearsed in a former chapter. It 
wt*s cantipqsly worded, so as to leave it in the 
power of the writer hereafter to take as deep, ox as 
slight $n interest in the fortunes of his kinsman, 
^s the progress of bis own schemes might require. 
But however unwilling as a statesman, the mar- 
quis rnijjht be to commit himseH*, or assume the 
chapter of a patron, while he had nothing to give 
away, it must be said to his honour, that he felt a 
strong indination effectually to befriend the mas- 
ter <?f Ravenswood, as well as to use his name as a 
n^eaus of id^fmrng the terrors of the lord keeper* 

^ the messenger who carried this letter was to 
pass near the house of the lord keeper, he had it in 
direction, that in the Tillage adjoining to the park 
gate of the castle, his horoe should lose a shoe, ami 
that, while it was replaced by the smith of the 
place, be should express the utmost regret for the 
necessary toss of time, and in the vehemence of 
his impatience, give it to he understood, that ho 
was bearing a message from the marquis of A— 
to the master of Ravenswood, upon a matter of life 
and death. 

This news, with exaggerations, was speedily 
carried from various quarters to the ears of the 
lord keeper, and each reporter dwelt upon the ex- 
treme impatience of the courier, and the surprising 
short time in which he had executed his journey. 
The anxious statesman heard in silence; but in 
private, Lock hard received orders to watch the 
courier on his return, to way-lay him in the vil- 
lage, to ply him with liquor if possible, and to nee 
all means, fair: or foul, to learn- the contents of the 
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letter of which he was the bearer. Bat as this plot 
had been foreseen, the messenger returned by a 
different and distant road, and thus escaped the 
snare that was laid for him. 

After be had been in vain expected for some 
time, Mr. Dingwall had orders to make especial 
inquiry among his clients of Wolf Vhope, whether 
such a domestic belonging to the marquis of A— — 
had actually arrived at the neighbouring castlei 
This was easily ascertained; for Caleb had been 
In the village one morning by five o'clock, to bor- 
row < twa chapping of ale and a kipper 9 for the 
messenger's refreshment, ami the poor fellow bajl 
been ill for twenty-four hours at Luckie Sma*- 
trash's, inconsequence of dining upon fsaut&au- 
mon and sour drink. 9 So that the existence of a 
correspondence betwixt the marquis arid his dis- 
tressed kinsman, which sir William Ashton had 
sometimes treated as a bug-hear, was proved be- 
yond the possibility of farther doubt. 

The alarm of the lord keeper became very seri- 
ous. Since the claim of right, the power of appeal- 
ing from the decisions of the civil court to the es- 
tates of parliament, which had formerly bgen held 
incompetent, had in many instances been claimed, 
and in some allowed, and he had no small reason 
to apprehend the issue, if the Scotish parliament 
should be disposed to act upon the protestation of 
the master of Ravenswood *for reineid in law.' It 
would resolve into an equitable clatm 9 and he de- 
cided^ perhaps, upon the broad principles of jus- 
tice, which were not quite so favourable to the lord 
keeper as those of strict law. Meanwhile, every re- 
port which reached him served to render the suc- 
cess of the marquis's intrigues the more probable, 
and the lord keeper began to think it indispensable* 
that be should look round for some kind of protec- 
tion against the coming storm. The timidity of his 
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temper induced him to adopt measures of compro*- 
mise and conciliation. The affair of the wild bull, \ 
properly managed, might, he thought, be made to 
facilitate a personal communication and reconcilia- 
tion betwixt Die master and himself* He would 
then learn, if possible, what his own ideas were of 
the extent of his rights, and the means of enforcing 
'them; and perhaps matters might be brought to a 
Compromise, where one party was wealthy, andthe 
other so very poor. A reconciliation with Ravens- 
wood was likely to give him an opportunity to play 
his own game -with the marquis of A— ~. < And 
"besides/ said he to himself, * it will be an act of 
generosity to raise up the heir of this distressed 
family; and if he is to be warmly and effectually 
befriended by the new government, who knows but 
«ay virtue may prove its own reward?* 

Thus thought sir William Ash ton, covering with 
no unusual self delusion his interested views with 
a hue of virtue; and having attained this point, his 
fancy strayed still farther. He began to bethink 
himself, « that if Ravenswood was to have a distin- 
guished place of power and trust-*-and if such a 
union would sopite the heavier part of his unad- 
justed claims — there might be worse matches for 
his daughter Lucy — the master miglit.be TepoBed 
against the attainder— Jord Ravenswood was an 
ancient title, and the alliance would, in some mea- 
sure, legitimate his own possession of the greater 
part of the master's spoils, and make the surrender 
of the rest a subject of less bitter regret* 

With these mingled and multifarious plans oc- 
cupying his head, the lord keeper availed himself 
of my lord Bittlebrains' repeated invitation to his 
residejpee, and thus came within a very few tulles 
of Wolf's Crag. Here he found the lord of the man- 
sion absent, but was courteously received by the 
tody, who expected her husband's immediate re- 
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turn. She expressed her particular delight ai seeing 
Miss Ashton, and appointed the hounds to be taken 
out for the lord keeper's special afcmsemetit. lie 
readily entered into the proposal, as giving him an 
opportunity to reconnoitre Wolf's Crag, and per- 
haps to make sodoe acquaintance with the owner, 
if he should be tempted from his desolate mansion 
f>y the chase. Lock hard had his orders to endea- 
vour on his part to make some acquaintance with 
the inmates of the castle, and we have seen how he 
played his part 

The accidental storm did more to further the 
lord keeper's plan of forming a personal acquaint- 
ance with young Ravens wood, than his most san- 
guine expectations could have anticipated. His fear 
of the young nobleman's personal resentment had 
greatly decreased, since he considered him as for- 
midable from his legal claims, and the means he 
might have of enforcing them. But although he 
thought, not unreasonably, that only desperate cir- 
cumstances drove mei> on desperate measures, it 
was not without a secret terror. Which shook his 
heart within him, that he first felt himself inclosed 
within the desolate tower of Wolf's Crag; a place 
so well fitted, from solitude and strength, to fie a 
7 scene of violence and vengeance.. The stern recep- 
tion at first given to them by the master of Raveiis- 
Wood, and the difficulty he felt in explaining to that 
injured nobleman what guests were under the shel- 
ter of his roof, did not sooth these alarms; so that 
when sir William Ashton heard the door of the 
court-yard shut behind him with violence, the 
words of Alice rung in his. ears, «that be had drawn 
on matters too hardly with so fierce a race as those 
of Ravenswood, and that they would hide* their 
time to be avenged.' 

The subsequent frankiiess of the Masters hospi- 
tality, as their acquaintance increased, abated the 
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apprehensions these recollections were calculated 
to excite; and it did not escape sir William Ash ton, 
that it was to Lucy^s grace and beauty* he 6wed 
the change in their host*s behaviour. 

A)l these thoughts thronged upon him when he 
took possession of the secret chamber. The iron 
lamp, the unfurnished apartment, more resembling 
a prison than a place of ordinary repose, the lioai*se 
and ceaseless sound of the waves rushing against 
the base of the rock on which the castle was found- 
ed, saddened and perplexed his mind. To his own 
successful machinations, the ruin of the family had 
been in a great measure owing, but his disposition 
was crafty and not cruel; so that actually to wit- 
ness the desolation and distress he had himself 
occasioned, was as painful to hrm as it would be to 
the humane mistress of a family to superintend m 
person the execution of the lambs and poultry 
whicli are killed by her own directions. At the 
«arae time, when he thought of the alternative, of 
restoring to Ravenswood a large proportion of his 
spoils, or of adopting, as an ally and member of 
his own family, the heir et this impoverished house, 
he felt as the spider may be supposed to do, when 
hifc whole web, the intricacies of which had been 
planned with so much art, is destroyed by the 
chance sweep of a broom. And then, if he should 
commit himself too far in this matter, it gave rise* 
to a perilous question, whicli many a good husband, 
when under temptation to act as a free agent, ha« 
as^ed himself without being able to return a satis- 
factory answer; "What will my wife— what will* 
liady Asirton say?* On the whole* lie came ft 
length to the resolution in wlridi minds of a weaker 
cast so often take refuge. He resolved to watch 
'Cventf, to take advantage of circumstances as they 
•occurred, and regulate bis conduct accordingly. In, 
this spirit of temporizing policy, he at length com- 
posed his mind tomcat It 2 
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CHAPTER XV. 



w A slight note I hare about me For you, for the delivery of 

is an offer that friendship calls 



'which you most excuse me. it 

upon me to do, and no way offensive to you, since t desire 

nothing but right upon both sides." King andrnJOmg. 

Whew Raveoswood and his guest met in the 
morning, the gloom of the toaster's spirit had in 
part returned. He, atso, had passed a night rather 
of reflection than of skim her; and the feeHngs which 
he could not but entertain towards Lacy Ashtm, 
had to support a severe conflict against those which 
he had so long nourished against her father. To 
clasp in friendship the hand of the enefny of his 
house, to -entertain him under his root to exchange 
with him the courtesies and the kindness of domes- 
tic familiarity, was a degradation which his pftHtd 
spirit conhl not he bent to without a struggle* 

But the ice being once broken, the Idrd fcetfttr 
was resolved it should not have timp again to 
freeze* It had been part of his plan tostfcn and 
confuse Rswenswoed's ideas, by a complicated ami 
technical statement of the matters which had iee#i 
in debate betwixt their families, justly thinking it 
would be difficult for a youth of his age to follow 
the expositions of a practical lawyer, concerning 
actions of compt and reckoning, and of tnttltjpie- 
ppindtngs* and adjudication and wadsets, proper 
and improper, and poindings of the ground and 
declarations of expiry of the legal* Thus, thought 
sir William, I shall have ail the grace of appearing 
p.Tfectly communicative, while my party will de- 
rive very little advantage from any thing I may 
tell him. He therefore took Ravenswood aside into 
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the deep recess ^of a window in tfce featf, and re- 
suming the discourse of the preceding efyenmg, 
expressed a hope that Ms young friend woutd 
assume some patience, in order to heat* film enter 
into a minute and explanatory detail of those tin* 
fortunate circumstances, fti which his late I lonottra- 
ble fother had stood at variance with the lord 
keeper. Tb*mast*^%f Ravens wwd coloured highly, 
tout ww silent; and the lord keeper, though not 
greatly approving the sudden heightening of his 
auditor^ complexion^ commenced the history of a 
iond for twenty thfoossaiid marks, advanced by his 
father to the father of Allan lord Ravenswood, anil 
was proceeding to detaH the executorial proceed- 
ings by which tMs large sura had been rendered a 
debitum fundi, when he was interrupted by the 
master* 

"It is not in this pJaee,*' he sard, "that I can 
Jiear sir WilHam Ashtow's explanation of the mat- 
ters in question between us. It is not here, where 
-my father died of a broken heart, that I can with 
.decency or temper investigate the cause of hte dis. 
tress. I might remember that I w#s a son, *<*<! 
forget the duties of a *o*t, A time, however, the** 
must come, whe*i these thifigs shall be -discussed in 
a place and in a presence where both of m will 
have equal freedom to speak and to hear.*' 

"Any iitneS 9 the lord keeper fl&*«\ *<ttny p?aee 
was alike to those who sought nothing 1)Vit .justice. 
Yet tt would «aem he was, in fairness, entitled to 
some premonition respecting the grounds upon 
which the master proposed to impugn the whole 
train of legal proceedings* which had been so weH 
and ripely advised in the oirfy courts ^ompetfwt^ 

* Sir William Ashton," answered the master 
with warmth, « the lands which yon mvtr ooeupy 
were granted to my remote ancestor for services 
done with his « word against the English invaders. 
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How they have glided from us by a train of pro* 
ceedings that seem to be neither sale, nor mort- 
gage, nor adjudication for debt, but a non-descript 
and entangled mixture of all these rights— how 
annual-rent has been accumulated upon principal, 
and no nook or coign of legal advantage left un- 
occupied, until our interest in our hereditary pro- 
perty seems to have melted away Hire an icicle in 

thaw all this you understand better than I do, I 

am willing, however* to suppose, from the frankness 
of your conduct towards me, that I may in a great 
measure have mistaken your character, and that 
things may have appeared right, and fitting to you, 
a skilful and practised lawyer, which to my igno- 
rant understanding seem very little short of injustice 
and gross oppression.** 

" And you, my dear master," answered sir W8- 
liam, "you, permit me to say, have been equally 
misrepresented to me. I was taught to believe you 
a fierce, imperious, hot-headed youth, ready, at the 
slightest provocation, to throw your sword into the 
scales of justice, and appeal to those rude and for- 
cible measures from which the civil polity has long 
protected the people of Scotland. Then, since we 
were mutually mistaken in each other, why should 
not the young nobleman be willing to listen to the 
old lawyer, while, at least, he explains the points 
-of difference betwixt them?" , :/: 

« No r my lord," answered Ravenswood; "it is 
in the Estates of the nation, in the supreme Court 
*>f Parliament* that we must parley together* The 
belted lords and knights of Scotland, her ancient 
peers and baronage, must decide, if it is their wilt 
that a house, not the least noble of their members, 
•shall be stripped of their possessions, the reward 
ef the patriotism of generations, as the pawn of a 
wretched mechanic becomes forfeit to the usurer 
the instant the hour of redemption has passed 
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awayvlf they yield to the grasping severity oTtfte 
creditor, and to the gnawing usury that eats Into 
our lands as froths into raiment, it will be of move 
evil consequence to them and their posterity than 
to Norman Ravens wood— I s|iall stilL have my 
sword and tny cloak, and can follow the profession 
of arms wherever a trumpet shall sound." 
s An h6 pronounced these words, in a firm yet 
melancholy tone, he raised his eyes* And suddenly 
encountered those of Lucy Ashton, who had stolen 
unawares on their interview, and observed heir 
looks fastened on them with an expression of en- 
thusiastic interest and admiration, which had rapt 
Jier for the moment beyond the fear 'of discovery. 
The ftoble form and fine features of Ravenswood, 
fired with the pride of birth and sense of internal 
dignity— -the mellow and expressive tones of hte 
voice, the desolate state of his fortunes, and the 
indifference with which he seemed to endure and 
to dare the worst that might befall, rendered htm 
a dangerous object of contemplation for a maiden 
airteady too much disposed to dwell upon recotfec* 
ttene connected With Irim. When their eyes encoun- 
tered eich other, both blushed deeply, Conscious of 
some strong internal emotion, and shunned agaito 
to meet each other's look. 

Sir William Ashton had, of course, closely 
watched the expression of their countenances. * f I 
need feat," thought he to himself, "neither Parlia- 
ment nor protestation; I have an effectual mode of 
reconciling myself "with this hot-tempered young 
fellow, in case he shall become formidable. Tftd 
present object is, at all events, to avoid committing 
ourselves. The hook is fixed; we will not strain the 
tine too soon^if is as well to reserve the privilege 
of slipping it loose, if we do not find the fish worth 
landing." , 

In this selfish and cruel calculation upon the sop- 
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posed attachment of Ravens wood to Lacy, be was 
so far from considering the pain he might give to 
the former, by thus dallying with bis affections, 
that he did not even think upon the risk off in- 
volving his own daughter in the perils of an unfor- 
tunate passion; as if her predilection, which could 
not escape his attention, were like the .flame of a 
taper, which might be lighted or extinguished at 
pleasure. But Providence had prepared a dreadful 
requital for this keen observer of human passions, 
who bad spent his lift in securing advantages to 
himself by artfully working upon the passions of 
others. 

Caleb Balderstone now came to announce that 
breakfast was prepared; for in those days of sub* 
stantial feeding, the reliques of the supper amply 
fhrnished forth the morning meal. Neither did he 
forget to present to the lord keeper, with great re* 
verence, a morning-draught in a. large pewter cup, 
garnished with leaves of parsley and scurvy-grass. 
He craved pardon, of course, for having omitted to 
serve it in the great silver standing cup~ as be- 
hoved, being that it was at present in a silver- 
smith V in Edinburgh, for the purpose of being 
overpaid with gilt. ^ 

< In Edinburgh sure enough/ said Ravenswood; 
< but in what place, or for what purpose, I am afraid 
neither you nor I know/ 

« Aweel!' said Caleb peevishly, < there *s a man 
standing at the gate already this morning — that 'a 
ae thing that I ken— Does your honour ken whe- 
ther ye will speak wi* him or no?* 

* Does he wish to speak with me, Caleb?* 

« Less will no serve hiro, f said Caleb; < but ye bad 
best take a visie of him through the wicket before 
opening the gate— its no every ane we suld let into 
this castle/ 
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* What! do yon suppose him to be a messenger 
come to arrest me for debt?* said Ravens wood. ■ > 

* A messenger arrest your honour for debt, and 
in your- castle of Wolf's Crag!— Tour honour is 
jeasting wi' auld Caleb this morning. 9 However, 
he whispered in his ear as he followed him out, * I 
Would be loth to do ony decent man a prejudice iu 

. your honour's gude opinion; but I wad take twa 
looks of that chield before I let him within these \ 

wails**'/ \ 

He was not an officer of the law, however; being 
no less a person than captain Craigengelt, with bis ; 

nose as red as a comfortable cup of brandy could 
make it, his laced cocked-hat set a little aside upon 
the top t>f his black riding Jen wig, a sword by his 
side, and pistols at his holsters, and his person ar- ; 

rayed in* a riding suit, laid over with tarnished ) 

laee>~the very moral of one who would say>stand> , 
to a true man. * 

When the master had recognized him, he order- 
ed the gates to be opened. <I suppose,' he said-, 
« captain Craigengelt, there are no such weighty 
matters betwixt you and me, but what may be dis- 
cussed in thisr place. I have company in the castle 
at present, and the terms upon which we last part- 
ed must excuse my asking you to make part ot 
them.' 

Craigengelt, although possessing the very P e *' 
fection of impudence, was somewhat at** 30 **. l% 
this unfavourable reception. < He had no i ntetl V^. 
he said, « to force himself upon themastcf r «jj\e 
venswood's hospitality— -he was in the * l0n °fv\ e tid, 
service of bearing a message to him f ronn ^ \ * ^ 
otherwise the master of Ravens Wood sb^ u V 
have had reason to complain of this intri*» m *l n *, ^^ 
« Let it be short, sir,' said the master, - *i~%nau 
will be the best apology. Who is the g^ n% ^ 
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«My friend Mr. Hays** of 
swrred Crafgtagek, with 
and that coaidence which the ackanwfc*l&*d 
rage of Ms principal inspired, « who conceives kia- 
seff to have seen treated by yam with somrfhing 
moth short of the respect which he had reesoo to 
desaand, aad therefore is iia o liid to exact satis- 
faction* I bring with sae,' said he, taking a piece 
of paper oat of his pocket, <the precise length of 
his sword; and he requests job wiR asset hist, ac- 
ronpanied by a friend* aad equally anaed, tt any 
place within a mile of the castle, when I shall give- 
attendance as umpire or second on his behoof. 9 

« Satisfaction— and equal arjnsP repeated Ba- 
Tenswood, who, the reader will rccolkct, had no 
reason to suppose be had giyen the slightest offence to 
bis late inmate — ' upon my word, captain Crajgen- 
gdt, either you bare invented the mostunprobable 
falsehood that erer came into the grind of snch a 
person, or your morning-draught has been some- 
what of the strongest. What could perquade Buck- 
law to send me such a message?' 

« For that, sir/ replied CraigengeU, <I asa de- 
sired to refer you to what, in duty to n>y friend, I 
am to term your inhospitaiity in excluding hi«t 
from your house, without reasons assigned/ 

« It is impossible/ replied the master; < he can- 
not be such a fool as to interpret actual necessity 
as an insult Nor do I believe, that, knowing my 
opinion of you, captain, he would have employed 
the services of so slight and inconsiderable a per- 
son as yourself upon such an errand, as I certainly 
could expect no oran of honour to act with yon in 
the office of umpire/ 

' I slight and inconsiderable!' saj4 Craigengdt, 
raising bis voice, aud laying his hand on his cut- 
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lass; < if it were net that the quarrel of my friend 
craves the precedence, and is in dependence before 
my own, I would give you to understand' ~- 

• I can understand nothing upon your explana* 
tion, captain Craigengelt. Be satisfied of that, and 
oblige me with your, departure/ " '" . ■ 

>j)w*-_§f!» muttered the bully; * and is this the 
answer which I am to carry back to an honoura- 
ble message?* 

< Tell tlie laird of Bucklaw/ answered Ravens- 
wood, • if you are really sent by him, that when he, 
sends me Ms cause of grievance by a person fitting 
to Cjarry such an errand betwixt him and me, I wHl 
either explain it or maintain it' 

•Then, master, you will at least cause to be re- 
turned to flayston, by my hands, his property 
Which is remaining in your possession.' 

• Whatever property Bticklaw iqay have left be- 
hind him, sir/ replied the master, • shall be re- 
turned to him by my servant, as you do not show 
me any credentials from him which entitle you ta 
receive it.' 

• Well, master,' said captain Craigengelt, with 
malice which even his fear of the consequences 
could not suppress; •you have this morning done me 
fcn egregious wrong and dishonour* but far more 
to yourself. A castle indeed?'- he continued, looking 
around him; •why this is worse than a coupe-gorge 
house, where they receive travellers to plunder 
them of their property/ 

«. You insolent rftscal,' said the master, raising 
his cane, arid making a grasp at the captain's bri- 
dle, • if you do not depart without uttering another 
syllable, I will batoon you to death/ 

At the motion of the master towards him, the 
bully turned so sharply round, that with some dif- 
ficulty he escaped throwing down his horse, whoso 
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hoofs struck fire from the rocky pavement in every 
direction. Recovering him, however, with the brU 
die, he pushed for the gate, and rode sharply back 
again in the direction of the village. 

As Ravenswood tamed round to leave the coart- 
yard after this dialogue, he found that the lord 
keeper had descended from the hall, and witnessed, 
though at the distance prescribed by politeness, his 
intemew With Craigeiigelt. 

« I have seen,' said the lord keeper, < that gen- 
tleman's face, and at no great distance of time-— 
Jus name is Craig— Craig — something, is it not?' 

« Craigengelt is the fellow's name,' said the 
master, « at least that by which he passes at pre- 
sent' 

< Craig-tn-guilt,' said Caleb, punning upon the 
word craigf which in Scotch signifies throat; « if 
he is Craig-in-guilt just now, he is as likely to b<* 
Craig-ro-peril as ony chieid I ever saw— *tbe loon 
has woodie written on his very visnoray, and I 
wad wager twa and a plack that hemp plaits hi* 
cravat yet.' 

* You understand physiognomy, good Mr; Ca* 
fob,' said the keeper, smiling; <I assure you the 
gentleman has been near such a consummation be- 
fore now— for I most distinctly recollect, that, upon 
occasion of a journey which I made about a ft*ri- f 
night ago to Edinburgh, I saw Mr. Craigengelt, 
or whatever is bis name, undergo a severe exami- 
nation before the privy council*' \ 

* Upon what account?' said the master of Ra- 
vens wood, with some interest. 

The question led immediately to a tale which 
the lord keeper had been^ery anxious to intr<H 
duce, when he could find a graceful and fitting op- 
portunity. He took hold of the master's arm, an<N 
1st) hiro back towards the hall. «The answer fed! 
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your question/ he said, * though it is a ridiculous 
business* is only fit for your own ear/ 

As they entered the hall, lie again took the mas- 
ter apart into one of the recesses of the window, 
where it will be easily believed that Miss Ashton 
did not venture again to intrude upon their con- 
ference. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



Here la a father now, 



Will truck, his daughter far a foreign venture, 
Make her the stop-gap to some cankered feud, 
Or fling her o'er, like Jonah, to the fishes, 
To appease the sea at highest. 

JlnonyrmvA. 



The lard keeper opened his communication with 
nil appearance of unconcern, marking, however, 
very carefully, the effect of his communication upon 
young Ravenswood* 

♦ You are aware/ he said, *mj young friend, 
that suspicion is the. natural vice of our unsettled 
times, and exposes the best ami wisest of us to the 
imposition of artful rascals. If I had been disposed 
to listen to such the other day > or even if I had 
been the wily politician which you have been taught 
to believe me, you, master of Ravenswood, instead 
of being atireedom, and with full liberty to solicit 
and act against me as you please, in defence of 
what you supjwse to be your rights, would have 
been in the castle of Edinburgh, or some other 
state prison; or, if you had escaped that destiny, it 
must have been by flight to a foreign country, and 
at the risk of a sentence of fugitatioii/ * 

« My lord keeper/ said the master, « I think you 
would not jest on such a subject— yet it seems im- 
possible you can b© in earnest. 9 

* Innocence/ said the ford keeper, *is also con- 
fident, and sometimes, though very excusably, pre- 
sumptuously so/ 

« I do not understand/ said Ravenswood, « how 
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a consciousness of innocence can be, in any case, 
accounted presumptuous.' 

* Imprudent, at least, it may be called/ said sir 
"William Ashton, 'since it is apt to lead us into 
the mistake of supposing that sufficiently evident 
to others, of winch, in feet, we are only conscious 
ourselves. I have known a rogue, for this very 
reason, make a better defence than an innocent 
man could have done in the same circumstances of 
suspicion* Having no consciousness of innocence to 
support him, such a fellow applies himself to all 
the advantages which the law will afford him, and 
sometimes (if his counsel be men of talent,) suc- 
ceeds in compelling, his judges to receive him as in- 
nocent. I remember the celebrated case of sir CooHfc 
Condiddle of Condiddle, who was tried for theft 
under trust* of which all the world knew him 
guilty, and yet was not only acquitted, but lived to 
sit in judgment on honester folks. 5 

* Allow me to beg yon will return to the point/ 
said the master; «you seemed to say that I bad 
suffered under some suspicion.' 

« Suspicion* waste*?— .ay* tndy---and I can show 
you the proofs of it; if I happen only to have them 
with me.— Here, Lock hard 5 — His attendant came 
,— « Fetch me the little private mail with the pad- 
locks, that I recommended to your particular 
charge— d* ye hear?' 

« Yes, my lord/ Lockhard vanished; and ther 
keeper continued as if half speaking to himself* 

<I think the papers are with me~I think so, 
for as I was to be in this country, it was natural 
for me to bring them with me. I have them, how- 
ever, at Ravens wood Castle, that I am sure of— so 
perhaps you might condescend' — — '• 

Here Lockhard entered, and put the leathern 
SCrutoire, or mail-box into his hands. The keeper 
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fmodiiccd one or two papers, respecting fbe infor- 
mation laid before the Privy Council, concerning 
the riot, as it was termed, at the funeral of Allan 
lord Ravenswood, and the active share he had 
himself taken in quashing the proceedings against 
the master. These documents had been selected 
with care, so as to irritate the natoral curiosity of 
Ravenswood upon such a subject, without gratify- 
ing it, yet to show that sir William Ashton had 
acted upon that trying occasion the part of an 
advocate and peace-maker betwixt bim and the 
jealous authorities of the day. Having furnished 
his host with such subjects for examination, the 
lord keeper went to the breakfast-table, and en- 
tered into light conversation, addressed partly to 
old Caleb, whose resentment against the usurper 
of the Castle of Ravenswood began to be softened 
by his familiarity, and partly to his daughter. 

After perusing these papers, the master of Ra- 
venswood remained for a minute or two with his 
band pressed against his brow, in deep and pro- 
found meditation. Be then again ran his eye hastily 
over the papers, as if desirous of discovering in 
them some deep purpose, or some mark of fabri- 
cation, which bad escaped him at first perusal. 
Apparently the second reading confirmed the opin- 
ion which had pressed upon him at the, first, for 
be started from the stone bench on which he was 
sitting* and, going to the lord keeper, took his 
hand, and strongly pressing k, asked his pardon, 
repeatedly for tire injustice he hail done him, when 
it appeared lie was experiencing, at his hands, the 
benefit of protection to his person, and vindication 
to bis character. 

The statesmau received these acknowledgments 
at first with well-feigned surprise, and then with 
an affectation of frank Cordiality. The tears began 
already to start from Lucy's blue eyes at viewing 
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this unexpected and moving scene. To sea {he 
waster, late so haughty and reserved, and wham 
She hiid always supposed the injured person, sup- 
plicating her father for forgiveness, was a change 
>at once surprising flattering, and affecting. 

<Dry Jour eyes, Lucy/ said her father; 'why 
should you weep, because your father, though a 
lawyer* is discovered to be a fair and honourable 
man?— What have you to thank me for, my dear 
■•roaster/* he continued, addressing Ravens wood* 
♦♦that you would Hot have done in my case? 'Suuni 
xuique tribuito, 9 was the Roman justice, and I 
learned it when I studied Justinian, Besides, have 
you not overpaid me a thousand times in saving 
the life of this dear chih|?' 

« Yes/ answered the master, in all the remorse 
.of self- accusation; * but the little service / did was 
an act of mere brutal instinct; your defence of my 
cause*, when you knew ho^ ill 1 thought of you, 
and how much I was disposed to be your enemy, 
was an act of generous, manly, and considerate 
vrisdom/ \ 

• Pshaw!' .said' the lord keeper, < each of us 
acted in his own way? jou as- a gallant soldier, I 
as an upright judge and privy-counseUor. We 
could not, perhaps, have. changed parts— at least I 
should have ihade a very sorry Tauridor, and you, 
iny good master, though jour cause is so excellent, 
might have pleaded it perhaps wor^e yourself, than 
I who acted ifor you before the council/ 

< My generous friend^ said Ravenswood; and 
with that brief word, which the keener had often 
lavished on him, but which he himself now pro- 
nounced for the first time, he gave to his feudal 
enemy the full confidence of an haughty but ho- 
nourable heart. He had been remarked among bis 
contemporaries for sense and acuteness, as well as 
for his reserved, pertinacious, and irascible cha- 
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meter. His prepossessions accordingly, however 
obstinate. Were of a nature to give way before love 
and gratitude; and the real charms of the daughter, 
joined to the supposed services of the father, can- 
celled in his memory the vows of vengeance which 
lie had taken so deeply on the eve of his father's 
funeral. But they had been heard and registered in 
the book of fate. 

Caleb was present at this extraordinary $cene+ 
and he could conceive no other reason for a pro- 
ceeding so extraordinary than an alliance betwixt 
the houses, and Ravenswood Castle assigned for 
the young lady's dowry. As for Lucy, when Ra- 
venswood uttered the most passionate excuses for 
his ungrateful negligence, she could hut smile 
through her tears, and, as she abandoned her hand 
to him, assure him, in broken accents, of the de- 
light with which she beheld Hie complete reconcilia- 
tion between her father and her deliverer. Even 
the statesman was moved and affected by the fiery, 
unreserved, and generous self-abandonment with 
which the master of Ravenswood renounced his 
feudal enmity, and threw himself without hesitation 
upon bis forgiveness. Bis eyes glistened as be 
looked upon a couple Who were obviously becoming 
attached, and who seemed made for each other; 
Be thought bow high the proud and chivalrous 
character of Rarenswood might rise under many 
circnmstances, in which he found himself 'over- 
crowed,* to use a phrase of Spencer, and kept 
Under, by his bvief pedigree, and timidity of dis- 
position. Then his daughter— -his favourite child— 
Iris constant play*mate. — seemed formed to live 
Sappy in a union with such a commanding spirit 
as Ravenswood; and even the fine, delicate, fragile 
form of Lucy Ashton seemed to require the support 
of the master's muscular strength and masculine 
character. And it was not merely during a few 
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minutes that sir William Ashton looked upon theif 
marriage as a probable and even desirable evtfnt, 
for a full hour intervened ere his imagination was 
crossed by recollection of the master's poverty and 
the certain displeasure of lady Ashton. It is cer- 
tain, that the very unusual flow of kindly feeling 
with wjiich the lord keeper had beeti thus sur- 
prised, was one of the circumstances which give 
much tacit, encouragement to the attachment be* 
tween the master and his daughter, and led both 
tire lovers distinctly to believe thfct it was a con* 
nexion which would be most agreeable to him. fie 
himself was supposed to have admitted this effect* 
when, long after the catastrophe of their love, he 
used to warn his hearers against permitting their 
feelings to obtain an ascendancy over their jtrtg* 
ittent, and affirm that the greatest misfortune of his 
life was owing to a very temporary predominance 
of sensibility over self-interest. It must be owned, 
if such was the case, he was long and severely 
punished for an offence of rery brief duration. 

After some pause, the lord keeper resumed the 
conversation.— « In your surprise at finding me an 
liqnester man than you expected, you have lost 
your curiosity about this Craigengelt, my good 
master; and yet your name was brought in in the 
course' of that matter too.* 

« TJie scoundrel I 9 said Ravenswobdj 'my con* 
nexion with him was of the most temporary nature 
possible; ami yet I was very foolish to hold any 
communication with him at aH.-— WhatiJid he say 
©fine?' 

• Enough,* said the fcfeper, •« to excite the very 
loyal terrors of sbme of our sages, who Are for 
proceeding against men on the mere grounds of 
suspicion or mercenary information— Some non- 
sense about your proposing to enter into the ser- 
vice of France, or of the Pretender, I don't recollect 
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which, but which the marquis of A— —5 one of 
your best friends, and another person* one of your 
worst and most interested enemies, could not, some 
how, be brought to listen to/ 

<I am obliged to my honourable friend-— and 
yet' — shaking the lord keeper's hand — * and yet 
I am still more obliged to my honourable enemy.' 

« Inimicus amieissimusS said the lord keeper, 
returning the pressure; f but this gentleman — -this 
Mr* Hayston of Bucklaw— I am afraid the poor 
young man — I heard the fellow mention his name- 
is under very bad guidance.' 

< He is old enough to govern himself/ answered 
the master. 

< Old enough, perhaps, but scarce wise enough, 
if he has chosen this fellow for his Jidm Achates. 
Why, he lodged an information against him-— that 
is, such a consequence might have ensued from his 
examination, had we not looked rather at the cha- 
racter of the witness than the tenor of his evidence. 5 

« Mr, Hayston of Bucklaw,' said the master, 
'is, I believe, a most honourable man, and capable 
of nothing that is mean or disgraceful/ 

' Capable of much that js unreasonable though, 
that you must needs allow, : master. Death will 
soon put him in possession of a fair estate, if he 
hath it not already; old lady Girnington — an ex* 
cellent person, excepting that her inveterate ill- 
nature rendered her intolerable to the whole world 
—is probably dead by this time. Six heirs portioners 
have successively died to make tier wealthy. I know 
the estates well; they ujarcli with my own— -^a noble 
property/ 

« I am glad of it/ said. Ravens wood, V and 
should be more so, were I confident that Bucklaw 
would change his company and habits with bis forv 
tunes, This appearance of Craigengelt, acting iu 
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the capacity of his friend, is a most vile augury Tor 
liis future respectability. 9 

< He is a bird of evil omen, to be sure, 4 said the 
keeper, < and croaks of jail and gallows-tree^-- 
But I see Mr. Caleb grows impatient for our re* 
turn tci breakfast,' 
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CHAPTER XVU. 



Sir, stay at home and take an old roan's council; 
Seek not to bask you by a stranger's hearth; 
Our own blue smoke is warmer than their fire. 
Domestic food is wholesome, though 'tis homely, 
And foreign dainties poisonous, though tasteful; 

The J*rench Courtezan. 



The master of Eavenswood took an opportunity 
to leave his guests to prepare for their departure, 
while he himself made the brief arrangements ne- 
cessary previous to his absence from Wolf's Crag 
for a day or two. It was necessary to communicate 
with Caleb on this occasion, and he found that 
faithful servitor in his sooty and ruinous den* 
greatly delighted with the departure of their visi- 
ters, and. computing how long, with good manage- 
ment, the provisions which had been unexpended 
might furnish forth the master's table. < Ho 's uae 
belly-god, that *s ae blessing; and Bucklaw 'sgatie, 
that could have eaten a horse behind the saddle. 
Cresses or water-purpie, and a bit oat-cake, can 
serve the master for breakfast as wee! as Caleb. 
Than for dinner— there 9 $ no muckle left on the 
spule-bane; tt will brander though — it will brander 
very weel.* 

His triumphant calculations were interrupted by 
the master* who communicated to him, not without 
some hesitation, his purpose to ride with the lord 
keeper as far as Ravens wood Castle, and to re- 
main there for a day or two. 

<The mercy of Heaven forbid!' said the old 
serving-man, turning as pale as the table-cloth 
which he was folding up. 
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*Awd why, Caleb?' said his master, 'why 
should the mercy of Heaven forbid my returning 
the lord keeper's visitl' 

« Oh, sir!* replied C*leb—< O Mr. Edgar! I am 
your servant, and it ill becomes me to speak— bat 
I am an auld servant— have served baith your fa- 
ther and goodsire, and mind to have seen lord 
Randal, yojir great-grandfather— but that was 
when I was a bairn/ 

* And what of all this, Balderstone?' answered 
the master; < what can it possibly have to do with 
my paying some ordinary civility to a neighbour?' 

<0 Mr. Edgar, — that is, my lord]' — answered 
the Butler, 'your ain conscience tells you it isna 
for your father's son to be neighbouring wi' the 
like o' him — it isna for the credit of the family* An 
he were ance come to terms, and to gi'e ye back 
your ain, e'en though you sulci honour his house 
wi* your alliance, I suldna say na — -for the young 
leddy is a winsome sweet creature— But keep your 
ain state wi' them— I ken the race o 9 them weel— 
they will think the mair o' ye/ 

«Why, now, you go farther than I do, Galeb/ 
said the master, drowning a certain degree of con- 
sciousness in a forced laugh; * you are for marry- 
ing me into a family that you will not allow me to 
visit— *how 's this? — and you look as pale as death 
besides/ 

«0, sir/ repeated Caleb again, 'you would but 
laugh if I tauld it; but Thomas the rhymer, whose 
tongue couldna be fause, spoke the word of your 
house that will e'en prove ower true if you go to 
RavensWood this day — O that it should e'er have 
been fulfilled in my time!' 

< And what is it, Caleb?' said Ravenswood, wish- 
ing to sooth the fears of his old servant. 

Caleb replied, < he had never repeated the lines 
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to living mortal— they were told to him by an arid 
priest that had been confessor to lord Allan's fa- 
ther when the family were catholic. But mony a 
time/ he said, 'I hae soughed thae dark words 
ower to mysel, and, well-a.day! little did I think 
of their coming round this day/ 

' Truce with your nonsense, and let me hear the 
doggrel which has put it into your head/ said the 
master impatiently. 

With a quivering voice, and a cheek pale with 
apprehension, Caleb faultered out the following 
lines; 

' When the last laird of Ravenswood tp Ravenswood stall 

ride, 
And wooe a dead maiden to be his bride, 
He shall stable his steed in the Kelpie's flow, 
And his name shall be lost for evermoei' 

<I know the Kelpie's flow well enough, I gup. 
pose, at least, you mean tlie quicksand betwixt this 
tower and WolPs hope; but why any man in his 
senses should stable a steed there* . 

< O, never speer ony thing about that* sir — God 
forbid we should ken what the prophecy means— 
but just bide you at hame, and let the strangers 
ride to Ravenswood by themselves. We have done 
aneugh for them; and to do mair, would be malt* 
against the credit of the family than in its favour,' 

f Well, Caleb/ said the master, < I give you the 
best possible credit for your good advice on this 
occasion; but as I do not go to Ravenswood to 4 
seek a bride, dead or alive, 1 hope I shall chuse a 
better stable for my horse than the Kelpie's quick- 
sand, and especially as I have always had a par- 
ticular dread of it since the patroie of dragoons 
were lost there ten years since. My father and I 
saw -them from the tower struggling against the 
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advancing tide, and they were lost long Before any 
help could reach them.*'.'' 

« And they deserved it weel, the southern loons, 5 
said Caleb; « what had they ado capering on our 
sands, and hindering a wheen honest folk frac 
bringing on shore a drap brandy? I hae seen them 
that busy, that I wad hae fired the auld culverin, 
or the dcmisaker that *s on the south bartizan at 
them, only I was feared they might burst in the 
ganging off/ 

Caleb's brain was now fully engaged with abuse 
of the English soldiery and excisemen, so that his 
master found no great difficulty in escaping from 
hifn and rejoining his guests. All was now ready 
for their departurej and one of the lord keeper's 
grooms having saddled the master's steed, they 
mounted in the court-yard. 

Caleb had, with much toil, opened the double 
doors of the outward gate, and thereat stationed 
himself, endeavouring, by the reverential, and, at 
the same time, consequential air which he assumed, 
to supply, byliis own gaunt, wasted, and thin per- 
son, the absence of a whole baronial establishment 
of porters, warders, and liveried menials. 

The keeper returned his deep reverence with a 
cordial farewell, stooping at the same time from 
his horse, and sliding into the butler's hand the 
remuneration, which in those days was always 
given by a departing guest to the domestics of the 
family where he had been entertained. Lucy 
smiled on the old man with her usual sweetness, 
bade him adieu, and deposited her guerdon with a 
grace of action, and a gentleness of accent, which 
could not have fa i Ted to have won the faithful re- 
tainers heart, but for Thomas the rhymer, and 
the successful law-suit against his master. As it 
was, he might have adopted the language of the 
duke, in As you like ft— 
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'Thou wouMst have better pleased roe with this deed, 
' If thou hadst told me of another father.* ' 

Ravenswood was at the lady's, bridle-rein, en- 
couraging her timidity, and guiding her horse 
carefully down the rocky path which led to the 
moor, when one of the servants announced from 
the rear that Caleb was calling loudly after them, 
desiring to speak with his master. Ravenswood 
felt it Would look singular to neglect this summons, 
although inwardly cursing Caleb for his imperti- 
nent officiousness; therefore he was compelled to 
relinquish to Mr. Lockhard the agreeable duty in 
which he was engaged, and to ride back to the 
gate of the court-yard. Here he was beginning, 
somewhat peevishly, to ask Caleb the cause of his 
clamour, when the good old man exclaimed, 
< Whisht, sir! whisht, and let me speak just ae 
Word that I couldna say afore folk-— •there*— (put- 
ting into his lord's hand the money he had just re- 
ceived)— < there *s three gowd pieces — and ye '11 
want siller upbye yonder — but stay, whisht now!* 
—for the master was beginning to exclaim against 
this transference — * never say a word, but just see 
to get them changed in the first town ye ride 
through, for they are bran new frae the mint, and 
kenspeckle a wee bit.' 

< Yq*i forget, Caleb/ said his master, striving to 
force back the money on Iris servant, and extricate 
the bridle from his hold— « You forget that I have 
some gold pieces left of my own. Keep these to 
yourself, my old friend; and, once more, good day 
to you* I assure you I have plenty. You know you 
have managed that our living should cost us little 
or nothing.' 

« Aweel,' said Caleb, ? these will serve for you 
another time; but see ye hae aneugh, for, doubt- 
less, for the credit of the family, there maun be 
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some civility to the servants, and ye maun bae 
something to mak a show with when they say, 
master, will you bet a broad piece? Then ye maun 
tak out your purse, and say, I carena if I do; and 
tak care no to agree on the articles of the wager, 
and just put up your purse again, and r — 
'This is intolerable, Caleb— I really must bo 

gone.' 

< And you will go, then?* said Caleb, loosening 
bis hold upon the master's cloak, and changing his 
didactics into a pathetic and mournful tone— * And 
you will go, for a' I have told you about tbe pro- 
phecy, and the dead bride, and the Kelpie's quick- 
sand? — Awed! a wilful man maun bae his way 
~-he that will to Cupar maun to Cupar. But pity 
of your life, sir, if ye be fowling or shooting in the 
Park— beware of drinking at the Mermaiden's 
well- He'sgane! he 's down the path, arrow- 
flight after her!— Tbe bead is as cleari ta?cn aff the 
Ravenswood family this day, as I wad chap the; 
bead affasybo!' 

The old Butler looked long after his master, 
often clearing away the dew as it rose to his eyes, 
that he might, as long as possible, distinguish his 1 
stately form from those of the other horsemen. 
« Close to her bridle-rein— ay, close to ber bridle- 
rein!— Wisely with the holy man, * By this also 
you may know that woman hath dominion over all 
men;— and without this lass would not our ruin 
have been altogether fulfilled.** 

With an heart fraught with such sad auguries 
did Caleb return to his necessary duties at Wolf's 
Crag, so soon as he could no longer distinguish 
the object of his anxiety amohg the group of rU 
ders, which diminished in the distance. 

In the mean time the party pursued their route 
joyfully. Having once taken his resolution, the 
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master of Ravenswood was net of a character to 
hesitate or pause upon it. He abandoned himself to 
the pleasure he felt in Miss Ashton's company, and 
displayed an assiduous gallantry, which approach- 
ed as nearly to gaiety as the temper of his mind 
and state of his family permitted. The lard keeper 
was much struck with his depth of observation, 
and the unusual improvement which he had de* 
rived from his studies* Of these accomplishments 
sir William Ashton'g profession and! habits of so* 
ciety rendered him an excellent judge; and he well 
knew how to appreciate a quality to Which he him- 
self was a total stranger, the brief and decided 
dauntlessness of the master of Ravenswood's dis- 
position, who seemed equally a stranger to doubt 
and to fear, In his heart the lord keeper rejoiced 
at having conciliated an adversary so formidable, 
while, with a mixture of pleasure and anxiety, he 
anticipated the great things his young companion 
might achieve, were the breath of court-favour to 
fill his sails. '■-■"•• 

< What could she desire/ he thought, his mind 
always conjuring up opposition in the person of 
lady Asbton to his now prevailing wish — 'What 
could a woman desire in a match, more than the 
sopiting of a very dangerous claim, and the alli- 
ance of a son-in-law, noble, brave, well-gifted, and 
highly connected — sura to ioat whenever the tide 
sets his way-*-strong, exactly where we are weak, 
in pedigree and in the temper of a swonfeman?—- 
Surc no reasonable woman would hcsitate^But, 
sdasf— Here his argument was stopped fcy the con* 
sciousness that lady Ashton was not always rea- 
sonable, in his sense of the word. < To prefer some 
clownish Merse Jaird to the gallant young noble- 
man, and to the secure possession of Ravenaweod 
upon terms of easy compromise— it would be the 
act of a madwoman!' 



Tht Bride of Lammermoor. £23 

Thus pondered the veteran politician, until they 
reached Bittleb rains' house, where it had been pre- 
viously settled they were to dine and repose them* 
selves, and prosecute their journey in the after- 
noon. 

They were received with an excess of hospi- 
tality; and the most marked attention was offered 
to the master of Ravenswood, in particular, by 
their noble entertainers. The truth was, that lord 
Bittlebrains had obtained his peerage by a good 
deal of plausibility, an art of building up a charac- 
ter for wisdom upon a very trite style of common- 
place eloquence, a steady observation of the changes 
of tbfe times, and the power of rendering certain 
political services to those who could best reward 
them. His lady and he not feeling quite easy under 
their new honours, to which use had not adapted 
their feelings, were very desirous to procure the 
fraternal countenance of those who were born de- 
nizens of the regions into which they had been ex- 
alted from a lower sphere. The extreme attentions 
Which they paid to the master of Ravenswood, had 
its usual effect in exalting his importance in the 
eyes of the lord keeper, who, although he had a 
reasonable degree of contempt for lord Bittle- 
brains' general parts, entertained a high opinion of 
the acuteness of his judgment in matters of self- 
interest. 

< I wish lady Ashton had seen this/ was his in- 
ternal reflection; <no man knows so Well as Bit- 
tlebrains on which side his bread is buttered; and 
he fawns on the master like a beggar's messan on 
a cook. And my lady, too, bringing forward her 
beetle-browed misses to skirl and play upon the 
virginals, as if she said, pick and chuse. They are 
no more comparable to Lucy than an owl is to a 
eygnet, so they may carry their black brows to a 
farther market. 9 
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The entertainment being ended, oar travellers* 
'who had still to measure the longest part of their 
journey, resumed their horses; and after the lord 
keeper, the master, and the domestics, had drank 
doehan-dorwcbtOir the stirrup-cup, in the liquors 
adapted to their various ranks, the cavalcade re- 
sumed its progress. 

It was dark by the time they entered the avenue 
of Ravenswood Castle, a long straight line leading 
directly to the front of the house, flanked with 
huge elm-trees, which sighed to the night-wind, as 
if they compassioned the heir of their ancient pro- 
prietors, who now returned to their shades in the 
society, and almost hi the retinue, of their new 
master. Some feelings of the same kind oppressed 
the mind of the master himself. He gradually be~ 
came silent, and dropped a little behind the lady, 
at whose bridle-rein he had hitherto waited with 
such devotion. He well recollected the period, when/, 
at the same hour in the evening, he had accompa- 
nied his father, as that nobleman left, never again 
to return to it, the mansion from which he derived 
his name and title. The extensive front of the old 
castle, on which he remembered having often look- 
ed back, was then "as black as mourning Weed." 
The same front now glanced with many lights^ 
some throwing far forward into the night a fixed 
and stationary blaze, and others hurrying from 
one window to another, intimating the bustle and 
busy preparation preceding their arrival, which 
had been intimated by an avant-courier. The con- 
trast pressed so strongly upon the master's heart, 
as to awaken some of the sterner feelings with, 
which he had been accustomed to regard the new 
lord of his paternal domain, and to impress his 
countenance with an air of severe gravity, when, 
alighted from his horse, he stood in the hall no 
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longer bis own, surrounded by the numerous me- 
nials of its present owner. 

. The lord keeper* when about to welcome him 
with the cordiality which their late intercourse 
seemed to render proper, became aware of the 
change, refrained from his purpose, and only inti* 
mated the ceremony of reception by a deep reve* 
rence to his guest, seeming thua delicately to share 
the feelings which predominated on his brow. 

Two upper domestics, bearing each a huge pair 
of silver candlesticks, now marshalled the company 
into a large saloon or with-drawtng room, where 
new alterations impressed upon Ravenswood the 
superior, wealth of the present inhabitants of the 
castle. The mouldering tapestry, which, in hi* 
father's time, had half covered the walls of this 
ptately apartment, and half streamed from them in 
tatters, had given place to a complete finishing of 
Wainscot, the cornice of which, as well as the 
frames of the various compartments, were orna- 
mented with festoons of flowers and with birds, 
which, though carved in oak, seemed, such was 
the art of the chisel, actually to swell their throats, 
end flutter their wings. Several old family portraits 
of armed heroes of the house of Ravenswood, to- 
gether with a suit or two of old armour, and some 
military weapons, had given place to those of king 
'William and queen Mary, of sir Thomas Hope and 
lord Stair, two distinguished Scotish lawyers. The 
pictures of the lord keeper's father and mother 
were also to be seen; the latter, sour, shrewish, and 
solemn, in her black hood and close pinners, with 
a book of devotion in her hand; the former, exbi« 
biting beneath a black silk Geneva cowl, or scull- 
cap, which sate as close to the bead as if it had 
been shaven, a pinched, peevish, puHtanical set of 
features, terminating in a hungry, reddish, peaked 
beard* forming on the whole a countenance, in the 
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expression of which the hypocrite seemed to con- 
tend with the miser and the knave. And it is to 
make room for such as these, thought Ravenswood, 
that my ancestors have been torn from the walls 
which they erected. He looked at them again, and, 
as he looked, the recollection of Lucy Ashton (for 
she had not entered the apartment with them) 
seemed less lively in his imagination. There were 
also two or three Dutch drolleries, as the pictures 
of Ostade and Teniers were then termed, with one 
good painting of the Italian school. There was, 
besides, a noble Tull -length of the lord keeper in 
his robes of office, placed beside his lady in silk 
and ermine, a haughty beauty, bearing in her 
looks all the pride of the house of Douglas, from 
which she was descended. The painter, notwith- 
standing his skill, overcome by the reality, or 9 
perhaps, from a suppressed sense of humour, had 
fior&een~affle to give the husband on the canvass 
that air of awful rule and right supremacy, which 
indicates the full possession of domestic authority. 
It was obvious, at the first glance, that, despite 
mace and gold frogs, the lord keeper was some- 
what hen-pecked. The floor of this fine saloon was 
laid with rich carpets, iiuge fires blazed in the 
double chimnies, and ten silver sconces reflecting, 
with their bright plates, the lights which they 
supported, made the whole seem as brilliant as 
day. 

'Would you chuse any refreshment, master? 9 
said sir William Ashton, not unwilling to break 
the awkward silence. 

He received no answer, the master being so 
busily engaged in marking the various changes 
which had taken place in the apartment, that tie 
hardly heard the lord keeper address him. A repe- 
tition of the offer of refreshment, with the addition, 
that the family meal would be presently ready. 



The Bride yf Lanmermoor. 957 

compelled bis attention, and reminded him, that he 
acted a weak, perhaps even a ridiculous part, in 
suffering himself to be overcome by the circum- 
stances in which he found himself. He compelled 
liimself, therefore, to enter into conversation with 
sir William Ash ton, with as much appearahce of 
indifference as he could well command. 

* Yon will .riot be surprised, sir William, that I 
am interested in the changes you have made for 
the better in this apartment. In my father's time, 
after our misfortunes compelled him to live in re- 
tirement, it was little used, except by me as a play- 
room, when the weather would not permit me to 
go abroad. In that recess was my little work-shop, 
where I treasured the few carpenter's tools which 
old Caleb procured for me, and taught me how to 
use — there, in yonder corner, under that handsome 
silver sconce, I kept my fishing rods, and hunting 
poles, bows, and arrows.' v .' " 

*I have a young birkie,* said the lord keeper, 
Willing to change the tone of the conversation, < of 
much the same turn— He is never happy, save 
When be is in the field— I wonder he is not here- 
Mere, Lockhard — send William Shaw for Mr. 
Henry— I suppose he is, as usual, tied to Lucy's 
apron-string— that foolish girl, master, draws the 
whole family after her at her pleasure.' 

Even this allusion to his daughter, though art- 
fully thrown out, did not recal RavensWood from 
his owii topic. 

« We were obliged to leave,' he said ' some ar- 
mour and portraits in this apartment*— may I ask 
where they have been removed to?' 

4 Why,' answered the keeper, with some hesi- 
tation, 'the room was fitted up in our absence- — 
and cedant arma togce, is the maxim of lawyers you 
know— I am afraid it has been here somewhat too 
literally complied with* I hope— -I believe they are 
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safe— 'I am sore I gave orders — may I hope, that 
when they are recovered and pat in proper order, 
you will do me the honour to accept them at my 
hand, as an atonement for their accidental derange- 
ment?' 

The master of Ravenswood bowed stiffly, and 
with folded arms, again resumed his surrey of tho 
room. 

Henry, a spoilt boy of fifteen, burst into the 
room, and ran up to his father. « Think of Lucy* 
papa; she has come home so cross and so fractious, 
that she will not go down to the stable to see my 
new poney, that Bob Wilson brought from the Mull 
of Galloway. 5 

«I think you were very unreasonable to ask 
her,' said the keeper. 

♦ Then you are as cross as she is, 9 answered the 
. boy; < and when mamma comes home she 'II claw 

up both your mittens.' 

'Hash your impertinence, you little forward 
imp,' said his father; ' where is your tutor?' 

* Gone to a wedding at Dunbar — I hope he '11 
get a haggis to his dinner;' and he began to sing 
the old Scotish song, 

'There was a haggis in Dunhar, 

Fal de ral, Stc. 
Mony better and few waur,. 

Falderai,'-&c." 

< I am much obliged to Mr. Cordery for his at- 
tentions,' said the lord keeper; * and pray who has 
bad charge of you while I was away, Mr. Henry?' 

4 Norman and Bob Wilson — forbye my own 
self.' 

< A groom and a game-keeper, and your own 
silly self— proper guardians for a young advocate! 
— Why, you will never know any statutes but 
those against shooting red-deer, killing salmon* 
and' 
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'And speaking of rcd~game/ said the young 
scape-grace, interrupting bis father without scra- 
pie or hesitation, « Norman has shot a buck, and I 
showed the branches to Lucy, and she says they 
hive but eight tynes, and she says that you killed 
a deer with lord Bittlebrains' hounds, when yoa 
were west away, and do you know she said it had 
ten tynes-— is it true?* . 

* It may have had twenty, Henry, for what I 
know; but if you go to that gentleman he can tell 
you all about it — Go speak to him, Henry—4t id 
the master of Ravenswood/ 

While they conversed thus, the father aiwj sew, 
were standing by the fire; and the master having 
walked towards the upper end of the apartment, 
stood with his back towards them, apparently en- 
gaged in examining one of the paintings. The boy 
rap up to him, and pulled him by the skirt of the 
coat with the freedom of a spoilt child, saying, < I 
say,*sb— if yon please to tell m^ ■*->-*- but when 
the master turned round, and Henry saw his face, 
he became suddenly and totally disconcerted- 
walked two or three steps backward, and still 
gazed on the master with an air of fear and won- 
der, which had totally banished from his features 
their usual expression of pert vivacity. 

< Come to me, young gentleman,' said the mas- 
ter, ' and I will ten you all I kjtiow about the bunt/ 

<Go to the gentleman, Henry/ said his father, 
< you are not used to be so shy/ 

But neither invitation nor exhortation had any 
effect on the boy. On the contrary, he turned round 
as soon as he had completed his* survey of the 
master, and walking as cautious as if lie had been 
treading upon eggs, he glided back to his father, 
and pressed as close to him as possible. Ravens- 
wood, to avoid hearing the dispute betwixt the 
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father and the over-indulged boy, thought it most 
polite to turn his face once more towards the pic- 
tures, and pay no attention to what they said. 

'Why do you not speak to the master, you little 
fool?* said the lord keeper. 

*I am afraid/ said Henry, in a very low tone. 
. < Afraid, you goose!', said his father, giving him 
a slight shake by the collar. 'What makes you 
afraid?' 

'What makes him so like the picture of sir Ma" 
Use Ravenswood, then? 9 said the boy, whispering. 

* What picture, you natural? 9 said his fattier. « I 
used to think you only a scape-grace, but I believe 
you will turn out a born idiot. 9 

< I tell you it is the picture of old Malise of Ra- 
venswood, and he is as like it as if be had loupen 
out of the canvass; and it is up in the old baron's 
hall that the maids launder the clothes in, and it 
baa armour and not a coat like the gentleman, and 
lie has not a beard and whiskers like the picture, 
and it has another kind of thing about the throat 
and no band-strings as he has, and 9 — 

< And why should not the gentleman be like his 
ancestor, you silly boy? 9 said the lord keeper. 

' Ay; but if he is come to chase us all out of the 
castle, 9 said the boy, 'and has twenty men at his 
back in disguise — and is come to say, with a hol- 
low voice, I bide my time, — and is to kill you on 
the hearth as Malise did the other man, and whose 
blood is still to be seen! 9 

* Hush! nonsense! 9 said the lord keeper, not him- 
self much pleased to hear these disagreeable coinci- 
dences forced on his notice. 'Master, here comes 
Lockhard to say dinner is served. 9 

And, at the same instant, Lucy entered at ano- 
ther door, having changed her dress since her re- 
turn. The exquisite feminine beauty of her counte- 
nance, now shaded only by a profusion of sunny 
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tresses; the sylph-like form disencumbered of her 
heavy riding-skirt, and mantled in azure silk; the 
grace of her manner and of her smile* cleared, 
with a celerity which surprised the master himself, 
all the gloomy and unfavourable thoughts which 
had for some time overclouded his fancy. In those 
features, so simply sweet, he could trace no alli- 
ance with the pinched visage of the peak-bearded 
black-capped puritan, or his starched withered 
spouse, with the craft expressed in the lord keeper's 
countenance, or the haughtiness which predomi- 
nated in that of his lady; and, while he gazed on 
Lucy Ashton, she seemed to be an angel descended 
on earth, unallied to the coarser mortals among 
whom she deigned to dwell for a season. Such is 
the power of beauty over a youthful and enthusi- 
astic fancy. 
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CHAFfER XVIII. 



I do too ill in this, 



And must not think, but that a parent's plaint 
Will move the heavens to pour forth misery >. 
Upon the head of disobediency. . 
Yet reason tells us, parents are o'erseen, 
When with too strict a rein they do hold in' 
. Their child's affection, and controul that love, 
Which the high powers divine inspire them with. 

The Hog hath lo»l hi* JPeatl 

Thb feast of Ravenswood castle was as remark- 
able for its profusion, as that of Wolf's Crag had 
been for its ill- veiled penury. The lord keeper 
might feel internal pride at the contrast, but he had 
too much tact to suffer it to appear. On the cpn- 
trary, he appeared to remember with pleasure what 
he called Mr. Balderstone's bachelor's meal, and 
to be rather disgusted than pleased with the dis- 
play upon his own groaning board. 

< We do these things/ fie said, « because others 
do them — but I was bred a plain man at my fa- 
ther's frugal table, and I should like well would my 
Wife and family permit me to return to my sowens 
and my poor-man-of-mutton.' 

This was a little over-stretched. The master only 
answered, <That different ranks— I me art,' said 
lie, correcting himself, < different degrees of wealth, 
require a different style of house-keeping.* 

This dry remark put a stop to farther conver- 
sation on the subject, nor is it necessary to record 
that which was substituted in its place. The even- 
ing was spent with freedom, and even cordiality; 
and Henry had so far overcome his first apprehen- 
sions, that he had settled a party for coursing .a 
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stag with the representative and living resemblance 
or grim sir Malise of Ravenswood, called the Re- 
veoger. The next morning Was the appointed time. 
It rose upon active sportsmen, and successful sport. 
The banquet came in coarse; and a pressing invi- 
tation to tarry yet another day was^ given and ac- 
cepted. This Ravenswood bad resolved should be 
the last of his stay; but he recollected he had not 
yet visited the ancient and devoted servant of his 
house, olid Alice, and it was but kind to dedicate 
one morning to the gratification of so ancient an- 
adherent. 

To visit Alice, therefore, a day was devoted* 
and Lucy was the master's guide upon the way. 
Henry, it is true, accompanied them, and took front 
their walk the air of a Mlt-a-leU* while, in reality, 
it was little else, considering the variety of circum- 
stances which occurred to prevent the boy from 
giving the least attention to what passed between 
his companions. Now a rook settled on a branch' 
within shot — anon a hare crossed their path, and 
Henry and his greyhound went astray in pursuit 
of it — then he had to hold a long conversation with 
the forester, which detained him awhile behind his 
companions— and again he went to examine the' 
earth of a badger, which carried him on a good- 
way before them. 

The conversation betwixt the master and his 
sistef, meanwhile, took an interesting, and almost' 
a confidential turn. She could not help mentioning 
her sense of the pain he must feel in visiting scenes 
so well known to him, bearing now an aspect so 
different; and so gently was her sympathy express- 
ed, that Ravenswood felt it for a moment as a full' 
requital of all his misfortunes; Some such senti- 
ment escaped him, which Lucy heard with more-- 
of confusion than displeasure; and she may befor- 
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given the imprudence of listening to such language 
considering that the situation in which she was 
placed by her father seemed to authorise Ravens- 
wood to use it. Yet she made an effort to turn the 
conversation, and she succeeded; for the master 
also had advanced farther than he intended, and. 
his conscience had instantly checked Mm when lifc 
found himself on the verge of speaking of love to 
the daughter of sir William Ashton. 

They now approached the hut of old Alice, which 
had of late been rendered more comfortable, and 
presented an appearance less picturesque, perhaps, 
but far neater than before. The old woman was on 
her accustomed seat beneath the weeping birch, 
basking, 'with the listless enjoy ment of age and in- 
firmity, in the beams of the autumn sun. At the 
arrival of her visiters she turned her head towards 
them* < I hear your step, Miss Ashton/ she said, 
f but the gentleman who attends you is not my lord, 
your father/ 

'And why should you think so, Alire? 5 said 
Lucy; * or how is it possible for you to judge^ so 
accurately by the sound of a step, on this firm 
earth, and in the open air?' 

'My hearing, my child, has been sharpened by 
my blindness, and I can now judge of the slightest 
sounds, which formerly reached my ears as un,- 
heeded as they now approach yours* Necessity is a 
stern, but an excellent school-mistress, and she that 
$ia8 Tost her sight must collect her information from 
other sources/ 

« Well, you hear a man's step, I grant it/ said 
Lucy; < but why, Alice, may it not be.my father*^' 

«The pace of age, my love, is timid and cautions 
*— the foot takes leave of the earth slowly* and 19 
planted down upon it with hesitation; it is the hasty 
and determined step of youth that I now hear, and 
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~could I give credit to so strange a thought— I 
should say it was the step of a Ravenswood.' 

'This is indeed,* said Ravenswood, < an /acute- 
ness of organ which I could not have credited had 
1 not witnessed it. — I am indeed the master of Ra- 
venswood, Alice—the son of your old master.' 

* You?' said the old woman with almost a scream 
of surprise— < you the master of Ravenswood— 
hire—In this place, and thus accompanied?— I ctnin 
not believe it— Let me pass my old hand over your 
fkee, that my touch may bear witness to my ears.'^ 

The master sate down beside her orr the earthen 
bank, and permitted her to touch his features with 
her trembling hand. 

« It is indeed!' shfc said, 'it is the features as Well 
as the voice of Ravenswood — the high lines of pride, 
as well as the bold and haughty tone— But what 
do you here, master of Ravenswood?— what do you;, 
in your enemy's domain, and in company with his 
child?' 

As old Alice spoke, her face kindled, as proba- 
bly that of an ancient feudal vassal might have 
done, in whose presence his youthful liege-lord had 
showed some symptom of degenerating from tire 
spirit of his ancestors. ; ' 

«The master of Ravenswood,' said Lucy, who 
liked not the tone of this expostulation, and was de- 
sirous to abridge it, ' is upon a visit to my father.' 

€ Indeed]' said the old blind woman, in an accent 
of surprise. 

< I knew,' continued Lucy, 'I should do him a 
pleasure by conducting him to your cottage.' 

' Where, to say the truth, Alice,' said Ravens* 
wood, < I expected a more cordial reception.' 

'It is most wonderful,' said the old woman, mut* 
tering to herself; 'but the ways of Heaven are not 
like our ways, and its judgments are brought about 
by means far beyond our fathoming.— Hearken* 



236 Tales of My Landlord. 

young man/ she said; <your Fathers were implaca- 
ble, but they were honourable foesj they sought not 
to ruin their enemies under the mask of hospitality. 
What have you to do with iLucy Astrtow— «why 
should your steps move in the same foot-path with 
hcr's?-— why should your voire sound in the same 
chord and time with those of sir William Ashttm's 
daughter?-— Young man, he who aims at revenge 
by dishonourable means' — 

<Be silent, woman!* said Ravenswood sternly; 
* is it the devil that prompts your voice?— Know 
that this young lady has not on earth a friend, who 
would venture farther to save her from injury eir 
from insult/ 

« And is it even so?* said the old woman, iri an 
altered and melancholy tone — * then God help you 
both!' 

< Amen! Alice/ said Lucy, who had not compre- 
hended the import of what the blind woman had 
hinted, 'and send you your senses, Alice, and your 
good humour* If you hold this mysterious language 
instead of welcoming your Friends, they will think 
of you as ojther people do/ 

'And how do other people think? 9 said Ravens- 
wood, for he also began to think the old woman 
spoke with incoherence, 

<Tli«y think/ said Henry Ashton, who came up 
at that moment, and whispered into Ravens wood's 
ear, * that she is a witch that should bare been 
burned with them that suffered at Haddington?* 

'What is it that you say I 9 said Alice, turning 
towards the boy, her sightless visage inflamed with 
passion, < that I am a witch, and ought to have suf- 
fered with the helpless old wretches who were mur- 
dered at Haddington?* 

« Hear to that now,' again whispered Henry, 
< and me whispering lower than a wren cheeps/ 
« If the usurer* and the oppressor, and the grin* 
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der of the poor man's face, and the remove? of an- 
cient land-marks, and the subverter of ancient 
houses, were at the same stake with me, I could 
say, light the fire, in God's name/ 

'This is dreadful, 9 said Lucy; «I have never 
seen the poor deserted woman in this state of 
mind; but age and poverty can ill bear reproach*— 
Come, Henry, we will leave her for the, present- 
she wishes to speak with tire master alone. We 
will walk homeward, and rest us/ she added, 
looking at Ravenswood, « by the Mermaiden's Well/ 
. * And Alice/ said the boy, « if you know of atiy 
hare that comes through among the deer, and 
makes them drop their calves out of season, you 
may tell her, ?rith my compliments at command, 
that if Norman has not got a silver bullet ready 
for her, I 'U lend him one of my doublet-buttons on 
purpose/ 

Alice made no answer till she was aware that 
they were out of hearing. She then said to Ravens- 
wood, « And you, too, are angry with me for my 
lore?— it is just that strangers should be offended, 
hut you, too, are angry/ 

' I am not angry, Alice/ said the master, 'only 
surprised that you, whose good sense I have heard 
so often praised, should give way to offensive and 
unfounded suspicions/ 

'« Offensive?* said Alice— .« Ay, truth is ever of* 
fensive— but, surely, not unfounded/ 

* I tell you, dame, most groundless/ replied Ra* 
venswood. 

' Then the world has changed its wont, and the 
Ravenswoods their hereditary temper, and the eyes 
of -old Alice's understanding are yet more Mind 
than those of her countenance. When did a Ravens- 
wood seek the house of his enemy, but with the. 
purpose of revenge?— and hither "you *re come, 
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Edgar Ravenswood, either in fatal anger/ or in 
still morfc fatal love.' 

*In neither/ said Ravenswood, < I give yon mine 
honour — I mean, I assure you/ 

Alice could not see his blushing cheek, but she 
noticed his hesitation, and that he retracted the 
pledge which he seemed at first disposed to attach 
to his denial. 

«It is so, then/ she said, « and therefore she is 
to tarry by the Merthaiden's Well! Often has it 
been called a place fatal to the race of Ravens- 
wood — often has it proved so— but never was it 
likely to verify old sayings so much as on this day/ 

' You drive me to madness, Alice/ said Ravens- 
wood; * you are more silly and more superstitious 
than old Balderstone. Are you such a wretched 
Christian as to suppose I should maintain war 
with the Ashton family* as was the sanguinary 
custom in elder times? or do you Suppose me so 
foolish, that I cannot walk by a young lady's side 
without plunging headlong in loVe with her?*' 

♦ My thoughts/ replied Alice, <are my own; and 
if my mortal sight is closed to objects present with 
me, it may be lean look with more steadiness 
into future events. Are you prepared to sit lowesi 
at the board which was once your father's own, 
unwillingly, as a connexion and ally of his proud 
successor?— Are you ready to live on bis bounty— 
to follow him in the bye-paths of intrigue and 
chicane, which none can better point out to you— 
to gnaw the bones of his prey when he has devour* 
cd the substance?— Can you say as sir William 
Ashton says— think as he thinks— vote as he votes, 
and call your fathers murderer your worshipful 
father-in-law and revered patron? — Ravenswood^ 
I am the eldest servant of your house, and I would 
rather see you shrouded and coffined/ 

The tumult in Ravens wood's mind was uficorm 
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monly great; she struck upon and awakened a 
chord which he had for some time successfully si- 
lenced. He strode backwards and forwards through 
the little garden with a hasty pace; and at length 
checking himself, and stopping right opposite to 
Alice, he exclaimed, « Ifomai*! on the verge of the 
grave, dare you urge the son of your master to 
blood and to revenged 

'God forbid!' said Alice, solemnly; < and there- . 
fore I would have you depart these fatal bounds, 
where your love, as well as your hatred, threatens 
sure mischief, or at least disgrace, both to yourself 
and others. I Would shield, were it in the power 
of this withered hand, the Ashtons from you and 
you from them, and both from their own passions. 
You can have nothing— ought to have nothing, in 
common with them-- Begone from among them; 
and if God has destined vengeance on the oppres- 
sor's house, do not yon be the instrument/ 

< twill think on what you have said, Alice, 9 said 
Ravens wood more composedly* < I believe you mean 
truly and faithfully by me, but you urge the free- 
dora of an ancient domestic somewhat too far. But 
farewell; and if Heaven afford me better means, I 
will not fail to contribute to your comfort.' . 

He attempted to put a piece of gold into her 
hand, which she refused to receive; and in the 
slight struggle attending his wfch to force it upon 
her, it dropped to the earth. 

'Let it remain an instant on the ground, 9 said 
Alice, as the master stooped to raise it; ' and be- 
lieve me, that piece of gold is an emblem of her 
whom you lore; she is as precious, I grant, but 
you must stoop even to abasement before you can 
win her. For me, I have as little to do with gold 
as with earthly passions; and the best news that 
the world has in store for me is, that Edgai- JJ,a- 
vcnswood is an hundred miles distant from the seat 
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of his ancestors, with the determination never again 
to review it.* 

« Alice/ said the master, who began to think this 
earnestness bad some more secret cause than arose 
from any thing that the blind woman could have 
gathered from this casual visit, < I have heard you 
praised by my mother for your sense, acuteness, 
and fidelity; you are no fool to start at shadows, or 
to dread old superstitions saws, like Caleb Balder- 
atone; tell me distinctly where my danger H$s, if 
you are aware of any which is tending towards 
me. If I know myself, I am free from all such 
views respecting Miss Ashton as you impute to 
me. I have necessary business to settle with sir 
William — that arranged, I shall depart; and with 
as little wish, as you may easily believe, to return 
to a place full of melancholy subjects of reflection, 
as you have to see me here.* 

Alice bent her sightless eyes on the ground, and 
was for a moment plunged in deep meditation. • I 
will speak the truth,' she said, at length raising up 
her head—-*! will tell you the source of my appre- 
hensions, whether my candour be for good or evil — 
Lucy Ashton loves you* lord of Ravenswood!' 

< It is impossible,' said the master. 

'A thousand circumstances have proved it to 
me. Her thoughts have turned on no one else since 
you saved her from death, and that my experien- 
ced judgment has won from her own conversation. 
Having told you this— ^if you are indeed a gentle- 
man and your father's son— you will make it a mo- 
tive for flying from her presence. Her passion will 
die like a lamp, for want of that the flame should 
feed upon; but, if you remain here, her destruction, 
or yours, or that of both, will be tlie inevitable 
consequence of her misplaced attachment.. I tell 
you this secret unwillingly, but it could not have 
been hid long from your own observation; and it 
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is better you learn it from mine. Depart, master 
of Ravens wood — you have my secret If yon re- 
main an hour under str William Ashton's roof 
without the resolution to marry his daugjrter, you 
are a villain — if with the purpose of allying your- 
self with him, you aire an infatuated and predes- 
tined fool.' 

So saying, the old blind woman arose, assumed 
her staff, and, tottering to her hut, entered it and 
closed the door, leaving Ravenswood to his own 
reflections. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

' Lovelier in her own retired abode 

■ than Naiad by the aide 
Of Grecian Brook— or lady of the Mere 
Lone sitting by the shores of old romance. 

WORBSWORTJT. 

The meditations ef Ravenswood were of a very 
mixed complexion* He saw himself at once in the 
very dilemma which he had for some time felt ap- 
prehensive he might be placed in. The pleasure he 
felt in Lucy's company had indeed approached to 
fascination, yet it had never altogether surmounted 
his internal reluctance to wed with the daughter 
of his father's foe; and even in forgiving sir Wil- 
liam Ashton the injuries which his house bad re- 
ceived, and giving him credit for the kind intentions 
he professed to entertain, he could not bring himself 
to contemplate as possible an alliance betwixt their 
houses. Still he felt that Alice spoke truth, and 
that his honour now required he should take an 
instant leave of Ravenswood Castle, or become a 
suitor of Lucy Ashton., The possibility of being 
injected, "too, should he make advances to her 
wealthy and powerful father— to sue for the hand 
of an Ashton and be refused— this were a consum- 
mation too disgraceful. «I wish he* well,' he said 
to himself, <and for her sake I forgive tie injuries 
her father has done to my house; but I will never — 
no, never see her more? . 

With one bitter pang he adopted this resolution, 
just as !te came to where two paths parted; the one 
to Hie Mermaiden's Fountain, where he knew Lucy 
waited him, the other leading to the castlo by 
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another and more circuitous *oad. He paused 'aft 
instant when about to take the latter path, think- 
ing what apology he should make for conduct 
which must needs seem extraordinary, and had 
just muttered to himself, « Sudden, news from Ed- 
inburgh— any pretext will serve — only Jet me dally 
no -longer -here,*- when young Henry came flying 
up to him, half out of breath— « Master, master — 
you must give Lucy your arm back to the castle, 
for I cannot give her mitie^ for Norman is waiting 
for me, and I am to go with him to make his ring- 
walk, and I would not stay away for a goW Jaco- 
bus, and Lucy is afraid to walk home alone, though 
all the wild nowt have been shot, and so you must 
come away directly. 5 

Betwixt two scales equally loaded, a feather f s 
weight will turn the scale* « It is impossible for tne 
to leave the young lady in the wood alone/ said 
Ravenswood, «to see her once more can be of little 
consequence, after the frequent meetings we have 
had— -I ought too, in courtesy, to apprise her of 
my intention to quit the castle/ 

And having thus satisfied himself that he was 
taking not only a wise, but an absolutely necessary 
step, he took the path to the fatal fountain. Henry 
no sooner saw him on the way to join his sister, 
than he was off like lightning in another direction, 
to enjoy the society of the forester in tlieir conge- 
nial pursuits. Ravenswood, not allowing himself .'to 
give a second thought to the propriety of his own 
conduct, walked with a quick step towards the 
stream, where he found Lucy seated alone by the 
ruin. 

She sate upon one of the disjointed stones of the 
ancient fountain, and seemed to watch theirrogress 
of its eurreot, as it bubbled forth to day-light, in 
gay and sparkling pw&iston, from under the sha- 
dow of ft the ribbed and darksome vault with which 
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veneration, or perhaps remorse, had canopied its 
source. To a superstitious eye, Lucy Ashton, folded 
in her plaiden mantle, with her long hair, escaping 
partly from the snood and falling upon her silver 
tieck, might have suggested the idea of the murder- 
ed nymph of the fountain. But Ravens wood only 
saw a female exquisitely beautiful, and rendered 
yet more so in his eyes — how could it be other- 
wise— -by the consciousness that she had placed her 
affections on him. As he gazed on her, he felt his 
fixed resolution melting like wax in the sun, and 
hastened, therefore, from his concealment in the 
neighbouring thicket. She saluted him, but did not 
arise from the stone on which she was seated. 

< My mad-cap brother, 9 she said, < has left me, 
but I expect him hack in a few minutes— for fortu- 
nately, as every thing, at least any thing, pleases 
him for a minute, nothing has charms for him much 
longer/ 

Ravens wood did not feel the power of informing 
Lucy that, her brother meditated a distant excur- 
sion, and would not return in haste. He sate him- 
self down on the grass, at some little distance from 
Miss Ashton, and both were silent for a short 
space* 

< I like this spot,' said Lucy at length, as if she 
had found the silence, embarrassing; < the bubbling 
murmur of the clear fountain, the waving of the 
trees, the profusion of grass and wild-flowers, that 
rise among the ruins, make it like a scene in ro- 
mance. I think, too, I have heard itisra spot con- 
nected with the legendary lore which L love so 

well/ 

* It has been thought/ answered Ravenswood, < a 
fatal spot to our family, and I have some reason to 
term ii so, for it was here I first saw Miss Ashton 
— and it is here I must take my leave of her for 
ever/ ■ - ^ --"-.-. , •* ■ 
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The biood> which the first part of this speech •' 
called into Lucy's cheeks, was speed lily expelled- by 
rts conclusion. 

'To take leave of us* roaster! 1 she excIMrnestJST 
<what can have happened to 'hurry you away? — t* 
know Alice hates— I mean dislikes my father- — and 
I hardly understood her humour to-day, it was so 
mysterious. But I am certain my father is sincere-' 
ly grateful for the high service you rendered as*- 
Let me hope that having won your friendship hard* 
ly, we shall not lose it lightly. ' 

« Lose it* Miss Ashton?— No— wherever my for- 
tune calls me— Whatever she inflicts upon tnefc— it is 
your friend — your sincere friend, who acts or suf- 
fers. But there is a fate on me, and I must go, or 
I shall add the ruin of others to my own.* 

^Yet do notgoirom us, master,' said Lucy; and 
she laid her hand, in all simplicity and kindness, 
upon the skirt of his cloak, as if to detain him— 
• You shall not part frotn us— My fat ln»r is power- 
ful} he has friends that are more so than himself— 
do not go till you see what his gratitude will do 
far you. Believe me, he id already labouring in/ 
youiM>ebalf with the conncS.' 

< It may he so,* said the master, proudly? *yet if 
is not to your father, Miss Ashton, but to my own* 
exertions, that I ought to owe success in the career 
on which I ara about to enter. My preparations are* 
already made— a sword and a cloak, ami » bold- 
heart ami a determined hand.' 

Lucy covered her face with, her hands, and the 
tears, in spite of her, forced their way between her 
fingers* 'Forgive me,* said Ravenswood, taking 
her right hand, which after slight resistance, she 
yielded to him, still continuing to shade ber face 
tvith the left—* I am too rude— too rough — too in- 
tractable to deal with any being so soft and gentle 



£46 Tales of My Landlord. 

as you are. Forget that so stern a vision fans cross* 
eA your path of life— and let me pursue mine, sure 
that 1 can meet with no worse misfortune after U\& 
moment it divides me from yotirside.* 
. Lucy wept on, but her tears were less bitter. 
Each attempt which the master made to explain 
his purpose of departure) only proved a new evi- 
dence of his desire to stay; until, lit length, instead 
of bidding her farewell, lie gave bis faith to her for 
dver, and received her troth in return. The whole 
passed so suddenly, and arose so much out of* 4he 
immediate impulse of the moment* that ere the 
roaster of Kavenswood could reflect upon the con- 
sequences of the step which he had taken, their 
lips, as well as their hands, had pledged the sin- 
cerity of their affection. 

« And now/ he said, after a moment's considera- 
tion, < it is fit I should speak to sir William Ash-' 
ton-^-he mns$ know of our engagement Ravens- 
wood n^ust not seem to dwell under his roof, to so- 
licit clandestinely the affections of his daughter.* 

'You would not speak to my father on the sub- 
ject,' said Lucy, doubtingiy; and then added more 
warmly, '0 do not — do not! Let your lot in life be 
determined-— ^your station and purpose ascertained, 
before you address my father; I am sure lie loves 
you-— I think he will consent-— but then my mo- 
ther' * 

She paused, ashamed to express the doubt she 
felt how far her father dared to form any positive 
resolution on this hiost important subject, without 
the consent of his lady. 

;« Your mother, nfy Lucy?* replied Ravenswood; 
*she is of the house of Douglas, a house 'that has 
intermarried with mine, even when its glofy and 
power we*e at the highest-— what could Jour mo* 
ther object to my alliance?? 

< I did not say object/ said Lucy; but she is 
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jealous of her rights, and may cjaim a mother's title 
to be consulted in Ure first instance.' 

♦ Be it so,' replied Ravenswoodf < London is dis^ 
taut, but a letter will reach it and receive afl an- 
swer within a fortnight— I will not press on the 
l#rd keeper for an instant reply to nay proposal/ 

*But,' hesitated Lucy, « were it not better to 
wait— -to wait a few weeks— were my mother to see 
you— to know you— I am snre she would approve; 
Lift you are unacquainted personally, and the an* 
ci*nt feud between the families'—— 

Ravenswood fixi'd upon her Jhis keen dark eyes, 
' as it lie was desirous of penetrating into her very 



* Lucy/ he said, * I baVa sacrificed to you prpr 
jects of vengeance long nursed, and sworn to with 
ceremonies little better than heathen— I sacrificed 
them to your image, ere 1 fcnew the worth which it 
•represented. In the evening which succeeded my 
poor father's funeral, I cut a lock from my hair, 
and, as it consumed in the fire, I swore that my 
.rage and revenge should pursue his enemies, until 
they shrivelled before me like that scorchsd^up 
symbol of annihilation.' 

« It was a deadly sin,' said Lucy, taming pale, 
< to make a vow so fatal*' 

<I acknowledge it,' said Ravenswood, 'and it 
had been a worse crime to keep it* Jt was for .your 
sake that I abjured these purposes of vengeance, 
tltough I scarce knew that such was the argument 
by which I was conquered, until J saw you once 
more, and became conscious of the influence you 
possessed over me.' 

« And why do you no^v,' -said Lucy, € recall sen- 
timents so terrible— sentiments so inconsistent with 
those you profess for me— with those your impojv 
tunity has prevailed on me to acknowledge?' 

< Because I would impress on you the price at 
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wbicb I have bought your love— -the right I have to 
expect your constancy. I say not that 1 have bar- 
tered for it the honour of my bouse, its last remain- 
ing possession — but though I say it not, and think 
it not, I cannot conceal from, myself that the world 
may do both.* 

« If such are your sentiments*' said Lucy, < yo'u 
have played a cruel game with me. But it is not 
too late to give it over-— take back, the faith and 
troth which you could not plight to me without suf- 
fering abatement of honour — let what is passed Be 
as if it had not been-— forget me — I will endeavour 
to forget myself.' 

< You dp me injustice/ said the master of Ravens- 
wood; < by all I hold true and honourable, you do 
me the extremity of injustice— if I mentioned the 
price at which I have bought your love; it is only 
to show how much I prize it, to bind our engage* 
ment by a still firmer tie, and to show, by what I 
have done to attain this station in your regard, 
how much I must suffer should you ever break your 
faith.' 

* And why, Ravens wood,' answered Lucy, 
'should you think that possible?— Why should ymi 
urge me with even the mention of infidelity ?-~Is it 
because I ask you to delay applying to roy father 
for a little space of time? Bind me by what voWs 
you please; if vows are unnecessary to secure con- 
stancy, they may yet prevent suspicion.' 

Ravens wood pleaded, apologized, and even 
kneeled, to appease her displeasure; and Lucy, as 
placable as she was single-hearted, readily forgave 
the offence which his doubts had implied. The dis- 
pute thus agitated, however, ended by the lovers 
going through an emblematic ceremony of their 
troth-plight of which the vulgar still preserve some 
traces. They broke betwixt them the thin broad* 
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piece of gold which Alice had refused to receive 
from Ravenswood. V 

'And never shall this leave my bosom/ said 
Lucy, as she hung the piece of gold round her 
neck, and concealed it with her handkerchief, 
« until you, Edgar Ravenswood, ask me to resign 
it to you— and, while I wear it, never shall that 
heart acknowledge another love than yourV 

With like protestations, Ravenswood placed his 
portion of the coin opposite to his heart. And now, 
at length, it struck them, that time had hurried 
fast on during this interview, and their absence at 
the castle would be subject of remark, if not of 
alarm* As they arose to leave the fountain which 
had been witness of their mutual engagement, an 7 
arrow whistled through the air, and struck a raven 
perched on the sere branch of an old oak, near to 
where they had been seated. The bird fluttered a 
few yards, and dropt at the feet of Lucy, whose 
dress was stained with some spots of its blood* 

Miss Ashton was much alarmed, and Ravens* 
wood, surprised and angry, looked every where for 
the marksman, who had given them a proof of his 
skill as little expected as desired. He was not long 
of discovering himself, being no other than Henry 
Ashton, who came running up with a cross-bow in 
his band. 

« I knew I should startle you/ he said; < and do 
you know you looked so busy that I thought it 
would have fallen souse on your heads before you 
were aware of it — What was the master saying to 
you, Lucy?' 

« I was telling your sister what an idle lad you 
were, 'keeping us watting here for you so long/ 
said Ravenswood, to save Lucy's confusion. 

< Waiting for me? Why, I told you tb see Lucy 
home, and that I was to go to make the ring-walk 
with old Norman in the Hayberry thicket, and yon 
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may be sure that would take a good hour* and w« 
have all the deer's marks arid furnishes got, while 
you were sitting here with Lucy like a lazy toon/ 

« Well, well, Mr. Henry ,' said Ravenswood; « but 
let us see. how you will answer to roe for killing 
the raven. Do you know the ravens are all under 
the protection of the lords of Itavenswood, and, to 
kill one in their presence, is such bad luck that it 
deserves the stab? 9 

<And that 's what Norman said/ replied the 
boy; < he came as far With me as within a flight- 
shot of you, and he said he never saw a raven sit 
still so near living folks, and he wished it might 
be for good luck; for the raven is one of the wildest 
birds that flies, unless it be a tame onc^— and so I 
crept on and on, till I was within threescore yards 
of him, and then whiz went the bolt, and there he 
lies, faith! Was it not well shot?— *nd, I dare say, 
I have not shot in a cross-bow— not ten times* 
maybe.' 

•Admirably shot indeed/ said R&venswood; «and 
you will be a fine marksman if you practice hank 9 

*> That 's what Norman Bays/ answered the boy; 
'but I am sure it is not my fault if I do not prac- 
tise enough; for, of free will, I would do little else, 
only my father and tutor are angry sometimes, 
and only Miss Lucy there gives herself airs about 
my being busy, for all she can sit idle by a well- 
side the whole day when she has a handsome young 
gentleman to prate wi'— I have known her do so 
twenty times, if you will believe me. 1 

The boy looked at his sister as he spoke, and, in 
the midst of His mischievous chatter, had the sense 
to see that he was really Inflicting pain upon tier, 
though without being able to comprehend the cause 
or the amount. 

< Come now, Lucy,' he said, ' don't greet; and if 
I have said any thing beside the mark, 1 'U deny 
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it again— and what does the master of Ravenswood 
care If you had a hundred sweethearts-. -so fte'cr 
put fingers in your eye about it.' 

The master of Ravens wood was for the moment, 
scarce satisfied with what he heard; yet his good 
sense naturally regarded it as the chatter of a 
spoiled boy, who strove to mortify his sister in the 
point which seemed most accessible for the time. 
But, although of a temper equally slow in receiving 
impressions, and obstinate in retaining them, the 
prattle of Jlcnry served to nourish in his mind r 
some vague suspicion, that his present engagement 
might only end in his being exposed like a van- 
quished enemy in a Roman triumph, a captive 
attendant on the car of a victor, who meditated 
only the satiating his pride at the expense of the 
vanquished. There was, we repeat it, no real 
ground whatever for Such an apprehension, nor 
could he be said seriously to entertain such for a 
moment. Indeed it was impossible to look at the 
dear blue eye of Lucy Ashton, and entertain the 
slightest permanent doubt concerning the sincerity* 
of her disposition. Still, however, conscious pride 
and conscious poverty combined to render a mind 
suspicious, which, in more fortunate circumstances, 
would have been a stranger to that as well as to 
Other meanness. 

They reached the castle, where sir William 
Ashton, who had been alarmed by the length of 
their stay,, met them in the hall. 

<Had Lucy,' he said, 'been in any other com- 
pany than that of one who had shown he had so 
complete power of protecting her, he confessed he 
should have been very uneasy, and would have 
despatched persons in quest of them. But, in the 
company of the 'master of Ravenswood, he knew 
his daughter had nothing to dreads 

Lucy commenced some apology for their long 
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delay, but, conscience-struck, became confused as 
she proceeded; and when Ravenswood, coming to 
her assistance, endeavoured to render the expla- 
nation complete and satisfactory, he only involved 
himself in the same disorder, like one who, en- 
deavouring to extricate his companion from a 
slough, entangles himself in the same tenacious 
swamp. It cannot be supposed that the confusion 
of the two youthful lovers escaped the observation 
of the wBy lawyer, accustomed, by habit and pro- 
fession, to trace human nature through all her 
windings. But it was not his present policy to take 
any notice of what he observed. He desired to hold 
the master of Ravens wood bound, but wished that 
he himself should be free; and it did not occur to 
him that his plan might be defeated by Lucy's re- 
turning the passion which he hoped she might 
Inspire. If she should adopt some romantic feelings 
towards Ravenswood* in which circumstances, or 
the positive and absolute opposition of lady Ashton, 
might render it unadvisable to indulge her, the 
lord keeper conceived they might be easily super- 
seded and annulled by a journey to Edinburgh, or 
even to London, a new set of Brussels lace, and 
the soft whispers of half a dozen of lovers, anxious 
to replace him whom it was convenient she shpuld 
renounce. This was his provision for the worst 
Tiew of the case. But according to its more proba- 
ble issue, any passing favour she might entertain 
for the master of Ravenswood, might require en- 
couragement rather than repression. 

This seemed the more likely, as he had that 
very morning, since their departure from the cas- 
tle, received a letter, the contents of which he 
hastened to communicate to Ravenswood. Afoot* 
post had arrived with a packet to the lord keeper 
from that friend whom we have already mentioned, 
who was labouring hard under-hand to consolidate 
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a band of patriots, at the head of whom stood sir 
William's greatest terror, the active and ambitious 
marquis of A- — . The success of this convenient 
friend had been such, that he had obtained from 
sir William, not indeed a directly favourable an- 
swer, but certainly a most patient hearing. This 
he had reported to bis principal, who had replied, 
by the ancient French adage, < Chateau qui parity 
etfemme qui ecoute, Pun et I'autre va se rendreS A 
statesman who hears you propose a change of mea- 
sures without reply, was, according to the mar- 
quis's opinion, in the situation of the fortress which 
parleys, and the lady who listens, and he resolved 
to press the siege of the lord keeper. 

The packet, therefore, contained a letter fronv 
his friend and ally, and another from himself to the 
lord keeper, frankly offering an unceremonious 
visit. They were crossing the country to go to. the 
southward— the roads were indifferent — the ac- 
commodation of the inns as execrable as possible—* 
the lord keeper had been long acquainted intimate- 
ly with one of his correspondents, and though w 
more slightly known to the marquis, had yet 
enough of his lordship's acquaintance to render the 
visit sufficiently natural, and to shut the mouths of 
those who might be disposed to impute it to a po- 
litical intrigue. He instantly accepted the offered 
visit, determined, however, that he would not 
pledge himself an inch farther for the futherance 
of their views than reason (by which he meant his 
own self-interest) should plainly point out to him- 
as proper. ' 

Two circumstances particularly delighted him; 
the presence ofBavenswood, and the absence of his 
own lady. By having the former under his roof, 
he conceived he might be able to quash all such 
hazardous and hostile proceedings as he might 
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otherwise have been engaged in, under the patron- 
age of the marquis; and Lacy, he foresaw, would 
make, for bis immediate purpose of delay and pro- 
crastination, a much better mistress of his family 
than her mother, who would, he was sure, in some 
shape or other, contrive to disconcerthis political 
schemes by her proud and implacable temper. 

His anxious solicitations that the* master would 
stay to receive his kinsman, were of course readily 
complied with, since the ecdaircisstmtnt which hail 
taken place at the Mermaiden's Fountain had re- 
moved all wish for sudden departure. Lucy and 
Lockhard had, therefore, orders to provide all 
things necessary in their different departments, 
for receiving the expected guests, with a pomp and^ 
display of luxury very uncommon in Scotland air 
that remote period. ^ 
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